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ThE SEVENTH NIGHT. 


Here was mii^atilred a statuly chamber, in part 
richly illuminatea. Under a canopy, was a lonj; 
sleeping-couch, lut no person a])pcttTed there. In 
another part of this spacious room, where the light 
prevailed less, sat one, who lejmed thoughtfully <011 
a table, his hand covering his cye.s ; afiother figure 
stood near, but' so obscurely drawn, that for what 
designed could ndt be certainly known. Images, 
holding lamps,»w'ere pictured in the chambec 



GASTON DE DLONDEVILLE. 
THE SEVENTH NFGHT 


That same night. King Henry signed 
the d<ii»th-wafrant of the merchant: and 
he gave notice,- that, on the morrow, he 
would depart for his palace of Woodstock. 

that same night, as was said, the pri¬ 
soner thought he beard agaig his death- 
w'arning; the same song* of |>eace passed 
by his turret, as at this hour of the even¬ 
ing before. Others there were, also, alxtut 
the castle, ;R-ho, that night, heard strange 
sounds, and svitnessed more they 

could well understand. 

B 2 
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Amongst these, were t/ie wardoiifs of 
a posiOT, near the noi’th ^lls, wlio re¬ 
ported' they heard gi-ievings,' and, more 
than once, saw some one pass, _ alniosl 
within reach of their, spijkes. ^Mien they 
spoke the watch-word, it answered ifot. 
and, when they raised^ their spears, it fli*d. 
The same appearance^ though not tlie same 
meanings, was hVard of those, wlio kept 
guard on the easfrainparls ; and the groom 
wayte, it was said, as lie sat within the 

porch of King Henry’s lodgings. on*ci sud- 

< • 

den, saw some one standing still before it. 
He had not h^ard a step, but, on raisie^ 
his head, perceived that figure. It was sus¬ 
pected he had been slumbering, and had 
dre^ed • f the strangle accident, which 
had befallen the day before. But, whe¬ 
ther this appearance were a realit}-, or 
only an impression of his fear, ct'rfeiin it is, 
that, being on watch alone, for his master 
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had never ])i^d the first hour, since the 
night of his v^arin, he,had nc-t courage now 
to sj)tiik, or CVC5 to step forward, till the 
ohj< c‘t of his terror had passed away. Then, 
he ranie foi’th of the pdlrch to little pur¬ 
pose ; for? all' witjioijt w'as still and lone¬ 
some, and nothing te he distinguished, save 
the huge shadowy towfrs around the 
court, and tlu- stars twinkling bright 
above them. 

But }je also beard, at times, a«strain of 
mournful music, lUid though*t it was a re¬ 
quiem in the chapel, llemembering the 
late*'i trance occurrence in this very court, 
as he laid paced his •noiind theiie, he Ije- 
gan to think this wvs in ^ery tristh tt|e 
Prior of Saijit Mary, come again on some 
secret caTand of mi.schief to the imprisoned 
}ner»;liant; apd straight he w^ended to 
tlie keejH'i’s door, in Ca-sar's tpwer, to give 
alarm. 
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But no one heai’d him there, the keeper 
being, at that very tiyne, in tl5^' King’s ball, 
waiting his‘command. Xhen he wbnt to 
call the ancient wayte- his master, who 
was sleeping oift his sleep in his 'pwn 
lodge; and,* by the ,tirae he came back 
with his groom, this iVnknown perifon was 
no where to be'' found. If these men, in 
the midst of the castle, were confounded 
with fearful thoijghts, the poor, prisoner 
above, distant, forlorn antf distroised was 
no less so; ‘for, as hi lay, in watch¬ 
fulness and .sorrow, mminating on the 
extraordinary occurrence in the fit-id of 
Tournament, suddertly he thought a voice, 
wjithout. his door, called upon his name. 
He would not turn at the sound, fearful 
of beholding behind his grate the dim 
visage of the Prior of Saint ^lary, as he' 
had seen it pn a former night. He knew 
that malignity alone could lead him hither; 
and, dreading even th«‘; sound of Ins voice, 
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he di'*’ew his cloak over his head, and co- 
vered himself close, hardly daring, at the 
moment, either to see', or hear. 

A loud knocking, and then a call roused 
him, and, at last, -he heard his name spo¬ 
ken*; wh^, instantly turning at the sound, 
he perceived,, beliiryl the grate, not the 
dark Countenance oi’ the^’Prior, nor the 
stem one of his keeper, but that of his 
beloved and unhappy wife. Hardly dar- 
jng to trust hi,s senses, he held the lamp 
nearer, before he l)ecame ((juvinced it was 
her very self. Without question, or one 
wovd of endearment, she 'called tremu¬ 
lously upon nim to save himself by flight ; 
and, rejieating his name witji huirying fear, 
entreated him to unfdfeten the door on ^is 
side, telling him that means were provid¬ 
ed for his cscaite, but that he had not an 
instant to* lose, ere the keeper miffht re¬ 
turn. 

Then, almost swooninc* with annrehen- 
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sion, she undrew the outer bolts, and was 

so much exhausted by the effort, that she 

clung to the bars of the grate for support. 

• * 
Woodreeve''did not now, as on a former 

night, hesitate to undraw the inner bolts : 
no; with the eagenicss of hojw; and Joy, 
on this unlooked for'meeting and intelli¬ 
gence, he forced b§ck‘ tlie bolts, Wiia ex- 
i>ected, such was the enchantment of his 
elation, that the door would open, lie 
had forgotten, that the keeper’s key, or 
the Prior’ti, was necessary to unfasft'n it. 

^V’ith fliis recollection despair ivturntKl, 
for, all his sti’ength was not snffkienp to 
force the lock. \^’hen he had cl'a.«ed his 
efforts, £^.d had soniewliat calmed the 
distresg'of his wife, •he inquired* by what 
means she had heard of his situation ; for 
the messenger he had despatched, he well 
knew, could not, in so short ‘a time, have 
reached*her. He asked, also, how slie had 
gained admittance to his ])rison. To these 
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.questions, she ^hswered, that she had re¬ 
ceived a fortn'^ letter, mentioning the time 
of his lauding at Hidl,^while, with her sis¬ 
ter, li\ ing in Gloucestershire; and had writ¬ 
ten hy tlie earner,' to tell Jiim she would 
abide thcne, till he should jmjs thither on 

his way home. AVhiJe there awaiting him, 

• • 

she had heard of wh&t had passed at 
Kenilworth, from ope who being at ^Var- 
wick, when the King took wassel then-, 

iKid returned akiiost in his train to wit- 

* 

ness “the festivals at the castle. 

Tliere, hearing the name of the prison¬ 
er, \those extrattrdinarv accusation of the- 
llaroti de Blondeville .had become known 
over the whole forest, and c»unt\'; be had 
relinquished the exi>ectation of fine siglits, 
that he might hasten to ac(juaint her wit)i 
.her husband’s danger; and it was by his 
conti’ivance* that she had gained ,gdmit- 
tance, and had hoped to effect an escajw ; 
that, for two nijj^hts, they had walked 
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about the castle; and, wfiqp all was still, 
she had sung aloud^ in the^jope, that he 
raigiit hea» her voi^'c. and know that sh«‘ 
was near liiin. 11*' now cl<ml*f*'*l*Jiot, that 
he had heard tliis, when he thought he 
listened to jj.wann»ig <»l‘ his'deafli. 

She was then jircti'ecdii/g to give him 
some particulans of* the plan for his escape, 
when they heard *foot««t('])s ascending the 
stair. She made no attempt to conceal her¬ 
self ; forj since all hojK' hir her husband 
was gone, sin? had nothing more to dfead, 
and she awaited the exjiected appearance' 
of the keeper, with indifference. 

The ^eejier—for, if was he—came on. 
with i^p in *000 hcVid, and a parchment 
in the other; and, seeing a stranger at 
the chainlK?r-door, he surlily defiianded 
who she was, and what she wanted. Her* 
answgts told part of the trutli; on which 
he seemed somewhat softened, not refusing 
her admittance to thqr prison-chamber of 
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her husband., ‘Then, the poor prisoner 
saw enter it„ 4 t the .sajne time, his beloved 
wife, and the keeper bearing‘his death- 
wan-ant !* Happily for her, she saw not 
this} she saw only her hasband, and ran 

• into his afins,'and^ wept upon his breast. 
What he thrn^ufferrti, who saw not only 
the evil prepared for hnnsflf, but for her, 
none may tell. 

When IVoodreeve could recollect him¬ 
self, ht^ made sign to the keejwt;, to con¬ 
ceal that tlreadfnl instrunit'nt from his 
Avife, and to withdraw awhile, that he 
might,pr(ii,)are her for what was to come. 
This man so far respeet<'d the jnisery he 
witnessed, as to yield, and leave (Vi^diain- 
l)er. Then. W’oodreeve, calling forth all 
his fortitude to hear him with composure 

• through the ^ relation of his adventures 
since he had landed on English shore, led 
her, step by step, to the knowledge of all 
that had pa.ssed. Put, when he came to 
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relate the manner of his and all that 
had happened during it, all endeavours 
to prepare her for the sad result wore of 
no avail to his disti’ossed m ife; who, be¬ 
fore he could ooine to his sentence, was 
gone beyond hearing, having sw'oohed, as 
if dead, by his side. 

The keeper, who was brought up to 
the chamber bv the cries ol’ M’oodreeve 

It 

for help, M as moved at ubat ho boheld, 
and aid was administered,' Mhich slowly 
brought her b.ick to consciousness. Soon 
as it did, they conveyed her out of that 
chamber, while tlie keeper sbowpd jo the 
prisoner Ips death-warrant, u hich gave 
order jpr‘iiis t'Kecution early on the mof- 
row. It were vam and cruel to dwell 
upon the misery of this in!)occnt man, 
thus brought into jeopardy by the rej)ejited 
crimesjof others. IIou’ to break the un¬ 
happy message to 'liis poor wife he knew 
not: vet know it she soon must; and he 
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thought it wqfe better she should know 
hb sentence ^froin Ids own mouth than 
from any other. . So lately mot, after long 
absence,*and now' to jiail for ever! He 
desired the keeper to Uing her to the 
chamber,ssoon as he thouglit, she had re¬ 
covered strength eivsugh to hear, without 
destructive suffering, \he* truth he must 
unfold. And Iieri; a dark veil of misery 
falls uiion a scene of pangs, too acute, too 
scare-hint;, to be made known. 

And to many otliers in the castle was 
this niglit dreadful! To the young Lady 
Baroiiess^and to the King himself! How 
changed, indeed, wa^ the whole aj>j>ear- 
auce of this castle, ^roin that if w on ;^ „ uii 
yester-eve; where, if tlie inhabitants were 
wakeful, it w'as only from the restlessness 
of joy, and prepai-ation for the grand fes¬ 
tival of the morrow! AVhere were i^w the 
mirth and musii-, with«whicfi these walls 
had rung? where the feast, the dance, 
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that had made every minute^pass so quick¬ 
ly to the poor mortals, whose hours were 
fleeting away lieneath these princely roofs ? 
All was changed to griei' and silence. The 
footsteps only of attendants were heard 
along the halls and aralleries; mo voice 
spoke there; it seemed, index'd, as if every 
one were fearfuUof Sjieaking. When, per¬ 
chance, the door of‘d clyimber was opened, 
no hurst of merriment or song came 
forth, no ham sounded, no hum of voices. 
The iinpre.ssion of this w hole change may 
lie best signified by conceiving what one 
might feel on another change, on spialler 
scale ; that in 011041141, for instance, of this 
samg, edifite, wiiieh should have been late¬ 
ly deserted of its splendid guests, whei'e 
the few lights still inirning might serve but 
to show its lonely graiKleur. while one 
heavy jtep proceeds about Uh‘ tables to 
extinguish these ; and then the long sound 
of the closed door denotes the vastness and 
the emptiness of all tha! space. 
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Now of th^ 'King’s condition and the 
tilings, that J»VfeIl, on this night, there go 
divers*tales. . The truth wcre^ difficult to 
hit, because of the closeness, that guards a 
King from eye a<vd ear, wMthin his private 
chambersi Yvt there be occasions, when 
the strangeness of (jccurrences, that seem 
not of this world’s ordcrirtg, suqirize and 
thus overcome the /idellty of servants, nay 
even the prudeixx* of others, most con¬ 
cerned in the.'K, and they speal^ of many 
things, wliich, at less pressing times, they 
would keep sjife locked, within their secret ■ 
thougijt.^to feed alone their own fear and 
wonder. 7 ’hus iniglU it be, on .this night. 
There went forth .many •straiTgj^ iliolos. 
This, whicli I'ollowcin, was much received 
at the time. Nay there were strong wit¬ 
nesses of some parts of it in the attending 
pages, anJ even in words droppt'cthy the 
King himself, to warrant the passing of 
the story. Jiut, Iw this as it may, I tell 
hut what w as told,* in the Court itself. 
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It was said then, that Henry, after 
signing the death warrant oV. ^^'oodreeve, 
dismissed every one from his presence, 
and retired to his ehamlter for all night. 
There, he would hardly endure the neces¬ 
sary presence, of liis pages, while he under¬ 
went tlie usual cereniOijies ofthis waidroln*. 
No sooner bad they divested him of his 
mantle and snreoaf, and heli>ed him with 
Ids night-rol)e, than he would permit no 
further injrusion upon his melaneholv and 
vexing thoughts. Full <tf sadness was he 
and of self-reproach, it may be Ijclii-ved, 
for the ]ireniatui\' (ieath of oik,* h(* hatl 
loved and e>tecme<l, and lor whose fall h<‘ 
bl^my^ufusellV since, had he not so long 
delayed to execute, what he called justice 
on the mercliant, whom he was still wil¬ 
ling to think u false accuser, the Baron, he 
held, \\puld lx* still alive. 

lie sat thus ruminating, while oil was 
still around him; and what he heard afar 
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was not.likely ^o* change the temper of his 
mind—sad and solemn musi( it was, min¬ 
gled* as .he thoughtj with lamentation. He 
listened, and distinguished a choral chant 
of voices, faintly risfe aiid fall. It was the 
dirgd, whu'h wjis j)erfonned iii the chapel 
for |he dej)aii,wl iJaron de Blondeville, in 
that vt ry ciiapc l, where*, sc* few days be¬ 
fore, his nuptials lu^d been soleuinized, in 
tin; King's prc'sence, and wliere strains of 
jc^j', and ho|)e ajid benediction had lately 
ascended. 

Now, ever and anon, the trumpet groan¬ 
ed, and, in dismal and interrui)ted strain 
was sung, “Darkness is my bed—the 
worm is my sister. I am ,covei\'d 
the mist of death, nor may the sight of 
man behold me. 

The King went to an oriel-window, 
that looked towards the chai»el, and heani 
the chant of tlie choristers swell with 
these word.s, “ Kternal rest give unto 
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him!” And then the fain^ response con¬ 
cluded with, “,Rest^in peace ! ” Then, the 
instruments sunk low into a murmur, and 
the voices were no more lieard. 

Now, the tale goes, that» when his High¬ 
ness distinguished these words »of the re¬ 
quiem, he w^ overcome, with the sad 
thoughts they d)i’rfiight forth, andf he sat 
down in his chair,* an^ even wept, leaning 
his arm upon a table, without noticing 
what lay there. M’hen the King took his 
hand from his eyes, he beheld a sword— 
the very sword worn by the Baron dc 
Blondeville, and which Woodreeve had 
claimed, as the we^apon of his murdered 
Jyg^Sjnaie; the same, of which a resem¬ 
blance had this day been raised up before 
the King, by the stranger knight^ in the 
field of tournament, who had there )>ointed 
it, with deadly power, j^amstThc Baron. 

On seeing this, his Highness was great¬ 
ly amazed, marvelling how, and with 
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what intent it hfd been conveyed. While 
yet he gazed, the blad^Aiecame dull and 
cloudy, and lai^e spots of rust.began to 
appear, which turned to a bloody hue. 
Then • his Highn^s, temfied by what he 
saw, and thinking it the work of sorcery, 
looked towards‘the syite-roop, where lay 
the esquires of the body, with intent to 
(.-all them, and perceived some one, as he 
thought, posing along his chamber. The 
silver iqj,ages, which had held lights, stood 
not there, and a gloom, nigh ‘to darkness, 
spread through this spacious chamlier, save 
just w'h^re^some one seemed to watch. To 
that side the ^Ling diijjcted his voice, and 
then rose up to leacn tjie truth. 
hangings of this chamber were storied with 
the famous siege of Aeon, where the first 
King Richard^ Iterformed such valourotis 
deeds, and*the light so fell on that^King 
on horseback, that to the King Henry he 
seemed to lx* \ enly riding out of the arras. 
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and the sword he held be gleaming to 
and fro. 

This w^s but a passing phantasie of the 
King’s own mind, as was afterwards de¬ 
clared : but tluit, wliich followed, was said 

to .be no deceit of his fancy. 

« 

Ho had ri^sen to»discow.'r whether any 
j>erson u as ie his chamber, where there 
had been that appeprance of some one 
passing; lie saw a gleam of light, like unto 
the glistening of Richard’s sword,^ yet nei¬ 
ther substance, nor shape, there. Again 
and neai*er, that light ajuieared, and did 
not vanish jmmedrately as beforii; and, 
before it faded, it. assumed a ibrin and 
countenanceanu yne King again jier- 
eeived before him the stranger-knight. 
Having now lost all power to suntmon to 
him those who watched without, his 
Highness only heard these words, “ The 
worm is my'sister ! ’ 

The King gasping in breathless tenw. 
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said, “ What art thou ? Wherefore art 
thou come ?'’ 

. The voice answered,. “ Give me rest— 
the worm is my sister. The mist of death 
IS on me!’’ 

The King again said, “ Wherefore dost 
thou come?’’ to vliich .fhc plymtom an¬ 
swered, “ tiive me rest! ” 

“ How may that be ? ” 

“ Release an innocent man.” 

“ How may 1 kuow him to be such?” 
said the King. 

“ By the swoi’d of justice, tliat lies be- 
Hbre thee. A knight-hospitaller .was slain 
by that sword; it lias, tlys day, slain his 
slayer, Gaston de Blondeyille. •The ?*r i^ 
of St. Mary’s was his accomplice. Punish 
the guilty.- Release the innocent. Give 
me rest!” 

The King, a§ was said, had now suffi¬ 
ciently recovered from his surprize, to de¬ 
mand proof of the Prior’s guilt, on which 
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the vision ansTwered, ‘‘ I-will call up out*, 
who may a© xppre deceiVe.” 

It is said* thdt the King’s courage hei'c 
failed, and, he called out, “ Forbear!” 

“ Recall your warrant, then,” demanded ■ 
the spectre solemnly, “ ere it be rf^oo late 
to save an innocent*man. 

At that\noiuenl the matin bell sounded.' 

» * 

“ My time is short,” said the vision; “ if 
he perish for iny saue, he shall not fall 
alone. Be warned !” 

While these words still vibK^d on his 
ear, the King again heard the chant from 
the chajKil, and knew that they were per¬ 
forming the second requiem 

“ t am suraftioned,’' said the vision : 
My bed is in ilarkness ; the worm is my 

sister. Yet my ho]x:-” 

The King, on looking up, saw only the 
dim countenance of th& kpight; his form 
had dis^pcarcd; in the next moment, the 
face too had passed away. But who may 
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Speak the^ horror of the K|ii|^/^ when, in its 
place he beheld* that of tdie Bhron, but as 
in death ; an expression of solepinity and 
sufiering dversj)read his visage; and the 
King heard the words, My giiilt was my 
doom I sl^all behold you no more. The 
prisoner is innoqcnt^* Tlie Prior of fit. Ma¬ 
ry’s is go*iie to his account, ^e warned!” 

At these words cold drops stood on the 
King’s forehead, and his etes remained, 
fij^cd on the vacant air, where the counte¬ 
nance oT*the Baron had just am)eai%d. At 
the same instant, these words of the dis¬ 
tant re<|uieni rose on his ear, “ I go unto 
the darli fane; that is covered with the 
mist of deatfi, -a land of misery a\d dark¬ 
ness, where is the shdtiow of deati^ ancT 
no order. The eye of man may jpo more 
behold me.” 

TTien the Krng lost all recollection ; his 
ear was closed against every sound. How 
long he remained thus none knew; only 
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it was y 6 t early momftig, when the es- 
qnires, sleeping the knte-room,, were 
roused by^his summons. Tlien, his. High¬ 
ness despatclicd one to the constable of the 
castle, with cr)inihand’ to attend him in his 

o 

chamber, another to St. Mary’s, to know 

* * 

how' it fared, with Vjie Prior, and yet an¬ 
other to bring tlie Eai’I of Coniwall to 
him. For my Lord .^rchbi.shop, the King 
as he believetl of himself, wislied not to 
disturb the rcjKtse due to his age^v but ‘in 
truth he likod not to see him ; for he liad 
spoken tniths, wliich his Highness now 
too heavily "feared it had been his duty to 
listen to. 

The messenger, d^spatclied to the Priory, 
had no sooner passed the castle-ditch, and 
gotten 0*1 the outside of the great portal, 
than he espied carts, drawn uj) under the 
walls, in waiting, to carry au'ay the poor 
merchant; ere those in the castle could 
.behold.the sad sight of his removal for the 
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•dreadful purpdte, that had been deter* 
minad upon. He spied, too, under the 
gloomy dawn, the whole of that dismal 
assemblage silently v^fching to take 
awax their prey. The page rued the jury’s 
sentence on the prisoi^pr, and he went <mi 
his way, \^th Iieavy ‘heart ;f for the mer¬ 
chant was pitied of many. 

When he reached the Priory, the bre¬ 
thren were at matins ; and he was told the 
Prior Tiiins in his chamber. MarvbUing, as 
they did, at the King’s early message, one 
delayed, as little as might be, before he 
went tiTTiCquaint the Prior with it. He 
struck upon his chatnber-door; ‘gnd, re¬ 
ceiving no answer, hb* went withirit^ahd 
the Prior was found, as had been foresaid; 
he was lifeless in his bed, stretched grim 
in death. 

He, who beheld him thus) descended 
the stair, with all speed, to acquaint the 
brethren then assembled, with what had 
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happened, and found the& in consternft-' 
tion ^iit as his d^, thdugh 'Brom a dif¬ 
ferent cause. 

The tapers were dying away, and the 
only, li^d^t, that glimmered strongly m the 
walls, came from a. spot, where stood the 
armed figure a, knight hospifallcr. His 
shield threw a deeper gloom around it 
on the tomb? and even on the tapeb of 
the monks. He pointed with, his sword 
to the ground he stood on, and efk'claimed 
mournfully, “ A inurfered knight hospi¬ 
taller lies b^low; search for his bones, and 
save an innocent man from death!” 

The., figure stood for a momeni; and, 
as It raised its shield, the flame thereon 
flashed, within the hollow helmet, and 
showed the stem, ^et mournful counte¬ 
nance of the knight, such*, as it had ap¬ 
peared befdre the King. 

Then -sunk the figure with the flame, 
into the earth. 
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. FoiT-A w^biW*the brethrra stood in utter 
fSepce and amazement^ then b^n 

to look upon one another, and jto ask what 
Uiis meant; and, even while they (lid so, 
a> thrilling voice groaned from braeath. 

Then, without furtjier hesitation, they sent 

• 

for him whose* officolt was/to dig graves, 
t^ search might straight be made, where 
that sound had seemed \o be heard. Such 
of the monks as, in this tumult of fear 

r 

&nd wander, hfld time to understand, that 
their Prior was said to be dead, how has¬ 
tened to his chamber to learn the trutii— 
others'•wiaincd in the church. 

Some of these dared to* apjiroach the 
spot, where the sjjectrg had Appeared,: .^A^d 
found it to be over that nameless grave, 
near to which the^oor merchant had found 
refuge; and where their deceased brother, 
Anselm, had boine witness td a super¬ 
natural appearance.. When the lay-brother, 
the digger of the gmves, came, who had 
*c 2 
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not long be^n in office, litt tkWed oter the 
ston^, mairelling that one so little a# 
dent 'shotrld have neither name, nor da^, 
nor inscription of any kind, on his tomb. 

wert* some standing by and observ¬ 
ing, wh(?, if they had been so minded, 
conld have Void, t'hat it' had not' been 
always thus: hut they held their peace. 

On raising ,thdt stone <ind turning up 
the tearth beneath, a coffin appeared, bear¬ 
ing thisfinscription:— 

“R^inald de Folville, Knight Hospi¬ 
taller of St. John, slain in a wood of Ar- 
denn, rests here ! ” 

Ther& Was neither taper, nor visible 
IftoiK of ani^ kind,' over the grave, yet 
was this distinctly shown, by a strong 
light. The coffin-lid, which was of stone, 
like the receptacle, and w as <^ut in shape 
of the h'okd" and helmet, being removed, 
there lay Exposed to view the figure of the 
dead 'icnight, in the armour in which he 
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^as s^n, aiid^ch as had but now ap- 

on the •grave ; the shield w^, 9 n 

his breast; but np sword was at bis side. 

At this spectacle, some of the brethren 

shrunk, overcome ‘with sa sad ^ si^t; 

others pressed fwward, and bent^jjiver the 

grave with intense cipiosity, 

The features of the Itnigfit were entire, 

though shrunk and changed in death. 

They were of a noble cast, and bo^ the 

very countenanse of the apparition. On 

tibe forehead appeared the death-wound. 

• * 

While yet they looked, the appearance of 

the knight began to change, and the coun¬ 
tenance to shrink and fade awa^. Some 
said this was only aij effect* of tlie living 
air, upon mortal features so long shut up 
in death; others said net so, but that it 
was, like all^ the rest, to bring truth to 
light and administer justice tp an innocent 
man. Then the coffin lid was replaced, 
and that awful spectacle of mortality w'as 
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hidden firom view, for Dunh^^ 

this, still mitsic was heard in the fdr, 

*t P ' j t 

unto a requiem, hymning some faies^, 
spirit. 

The brethren, while they listened, were 
hushed in holy peace; some knelt ovetihe 
grave; othejs, stood,yrith hands and ^es 
lifted' up, as iL’ following the sound with 
their attention; scad pthers, drawing the 
cowl^ver their eyes, bent their heads and 
wept in ^enoe. "Without the church, the 
old oalu^ swaying in the wind, mingled in 
high and solemn harmony with the lessen¬ 
ing chorus, till their murmur alon^remain- 
ed. Tho^, who had heard that soothing 
stmiq, l6ng stood, as Jistening, still rapt in 
the quietude it had breathed forth, tffl, 
at length, their peace was enlivened into 
cheering hope. 

'Hie grave-^ger, who had withdrawn 
to rame distance, was the first to recoyer 
himself, and the sound of his footsteps 
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drew back to present life the>thoughil of 
the holy men afbund lim. 

Then, they recollected the death of their 
Prior, and that the King s messenger 
was yet waiting fo; the tidings, which his 
Hiiilpiess, by his extraor<£inary anxi^y, 
appeared to have* fpreknow:i. ‘One “of 
them returned to the cpstly with the es¬ 
quire, who, when he came near the gates, 
Ipoking anxiously to see, whether the poor 
merchant was yet gone to his doom, 
^rceiv&d, that the carts, wit^ the whole 
mournful apparatus of death,- were already 
departed. On perceiving this, he struck 
his hand^s together, in sorrow and des¬ 
pair, with a force of action, whiclt drew the 
observation of his companion, who soon 
learned the occasion of his honest emotion, 
and suffered with him. 

^ow n\arii more would .each have suf¬ 
fered, could he have witnessed Sll, that 
had passed withid ’ the prison-chamber. 
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those marvels passing in- courts 
and Priory, as already toU^! How much 
more could they have seen all the strug¬ 
gles of Woodreeve, for composure and re¬ 
signation, and, yet harder task! his en- 
di^vours to prepare and reconcile histjlnfe 
to calmer sorrow. Of late, she had re- 
fused to allowyt possible, that her husband 
could thus unjustly and ignoininiously 
perish in the cr.use of humanity ; and site 
would liave forced her way to the King’s 
presence^ there to have ]»ieaded th'e truth, 
nothing doubting she could have cuiivincod 
him of his mistake, had nut bars and bolts 
withheld her. For the arguments of her 
husband.' on tliis subject, they u eit* as 
nothing with her, in this state of despera¬ 
tion. And thus ]>assed the heavy huiu-s of 
this night to those jx)or sufl’erers, till the 
kee])er came to bid Woodreeve ‘piejiai'e fiir 
death, the guard lieing then in waiting to 
carry him away. Then, the poor prisoner 
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perceived, what until this moment, he had 
been unconscious of, that hope, in spite of 
reasdh, had lingered at his heart; for, now 
only was it, that he felt the full pang of 
despair. 

And, when he heard the summons aftp 
off, that deci) and* dismal ^li, he stood 
trembling with horror, unctpjscious where 
he was—unconscious even that his wife 
lay senseless on his ^Wlet! Again it call¬ 
ed, that hollow murmuring death-sound ! 
He heatd not the footsteps ascending the 
stair, nor the bars of his prison withdrawn; 
that shuddering sound alone crept on his 
ear. 

He perceived, however,^ the keejjCT 
standing now not in the room, but near 
the door; and he Ijcgnn to recover his re¬ 
collection. like one, who has been stunned 
by a blow * yet was there a gloomy and 
dreadful stillness at his heui;*and over all 
around him. He turned to his wife, and 
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leaiied over her, withont imbedding a tear, 
or uttering a groan. She was pa&k!, vi0‘a 
corpse; his owu cheek was of the same 
hue; yet he called not for help. 

The keeper advanced into the room; 
others, as if from respect for mifeiy, 

waited witlk^ut, at »the dopr. Perceiving 

• 

the condition hf the poor woman, he sent 
off some one for assistance; and, taking 
Woodreevc by'the arm, he looked u|K)n 
him, as if he wished, yet feared, to speak. 
But the prisoner saw not this; for, he 
raised not up his eyes. Then, the keeper 
shook him by the arm and sjwfce; but he 
heard not the w'ords; he only answered, 
thpt he,was ready; and then, turning to 
give one long, last look to his poor wife, 
he found his eyes 6ouJd not well distin¬ 
guish her. 

He groaned heavily, and was departing; 
hut still the* keeper told him, and, in a 
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voice less rugged than usual said, 
this paper.” 

“ 1 cannot see the letters,” answered the 
prisoner; my sight is gone; and it is also 
useless to read my ^eath-warrant.” 

*‘ Con you endure to hear it read?” sdd 
the keeper. 

“Why not?” repli^ t^e merchant; 
“ What have I to fear, in tliis world ?” 

“ Have you nothing to hope ?” 

On this the prisoner lifted up his coim- 
tenanc^; his sight began to ret^im, and 
he looked at the keeper; his soul was 
trembling in his eyes. 

Then the keeper %'entured to call out 
“ Respite!”—and instantly the Vhole as¬ 
pect of Woodreeve was lighted up, like one 
called back from death. 

But this spirit was short lived; in the 
next instant he called out, “ My wife! my 
wife!” and bent over her in* an aeony of 
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wo^ “Is no hdp to be had?” cried he- 
“She is gone! your respite comes too 
late.” But, while he so spoke, one,‘who 
had been sent for a restOTative, returned, 
and, after long application, she revived. 

Then Woodreeve, when his first, joy 
had subsidfhl^ liegan, to'ocmsider this was a 
respite, not a lelegse,' and that his suffer¬ 
ings, perhaps, wcto not ended, but post¬ 
poned. This respite, which now began to 
be viewed by liiui with doubt, had well nigh 
destroyed his wife with sudden jby; to 
her mind it brought, not merely hopt. but 
certainty of life for her husband. A con¬ 
vulsion foUbwcd, and she was, for a short 
time, in^a^s much danger as before. Hard¬ 
ly had she ^ecove^^^i from this, when on 
order came from the con.stable to give 
^Voodreeve his liberty and a chamber in 
the c^tle better suited for him. Assured 
of this, he drew his cloak over his eyes, 
and sU>od, for some time, weeping in si- 
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Isnce, save that his sobs wete audiUe ; 
then be raised lys hands and eyes to Hea¬ 
ven, hod bowed his head. His wife re- 
mained weeping on his garment, till he took 
her to -his heart, aijd then they left that 
prisoivchamber, hand in hand together. 

VV^hen the King had beard of Ihe Prior’s 
death, he was struck ,wdtH marvellous 
dread, and with conviction of his false¬ 
hood and of the merchant’s innocence. He 
bitterly repented of the favourable opinion 
he had SD long adhered to, regpectmg the 
Baron de Blondeville, and of the weak 
creduUty, with which he had listened to 
the aitluf suggestions of that false Prior, 
rather than to tlie arguments 'and to 
the strong conviction of the Archbishop of 
York. But the former went with his 
passions, the latter against them; and he 
helped to dcceiVe himself. Yet, when he 
did And out his en'or, he was warm and 
generous in counteratting it; and, now 
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thi^ he was assured how ui\|iistl}r the 
poor merchant had been ^ade to su£(«^, 
he loaded him, with present kindnest, mid 
prepared to repay him hereafter by cer¬ 
tain grants and. privileges, that^^ made 
Woodreere the most wealthy merchant 
of his guih^ 

Nor did hi|i Highness forget the forlorn 
widow and children of the dece^d knight, 
whom he fostered and nobly supported. 
The miniature of that knight and the gol¬ 
den chdin he had worn he retumW to his 
family; and the Jew, who had forsworn 
himself, at the instigation of the Baron, 
was punished with heavy fine and ira- 
prisonmhnt, the fine being amongst the 
King's gifts to Woodreeve. But, though 
his Highness foimd it now his chief de¬ 
light to do kindness to the merchant and 
to the family of his unfortunate kinsman, 
yet could‘he not endure to behold him. 
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nathless the ex^Ji^ations of most in the 
court. 

Ani now that the PriOlt^* was dead, 
many things came ont, concerning him, 
which had not been* suspected. He was 
of bii#i so low, that no one could learn 
whence he had sprung but il appeared, 
that, not many years before, The had 1)600 

in arms, and in the class-of a follower of 

• 

Sir Gaston de Blondeville, ode of the re¬ 
tainers, whom the latter was obh'ged to 
produce, on receiving his gilt spurs. 

He was conjectured to have come with 
him from Gascony; for, he spoke that 
tongufe, and had all the .cfrift and soaring 
vanity of that people; byt he was noVbon> 
there; he had no foreign sound in his dis¬ 
course. How he came by his wealth in 
those lawless times, and the use he made 
of it to procure him power, may be easily 
guessed. And it api)eared this*was w'ell 
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suspected by my Lord o/ York, who had 
never looked upon hiiu with a favourable 
eye, and had constantly endeavoufed ^ 
counteract his i)emicious influence. 

hen, hereafter, his messenger returned 
from Exeter, it appeared, that none in that 
neighbourhood had ^ver known the Prior 
of Saint Mail ’s, tsuen as he had described 
himself to be. JThe arts too, practised by 
this Prior with certain of the brethren, 
who remembered the interment of Reginald 
de FolvillcT-and with certain jx'ople of Ke¬ 
nilworth, who recollected his story, were 
now all exposed. Those, who, from edu¬ 
cation and station, might not ’have been 
.suspected 9 f such baseness, were now 
brought to truth* and were fain to hide 
their heads for shame. The Prior’s me¬ 
mory w'as thus condemned to detestation. 
Be it remembered, he was no true .son of 
the church. 



THE EIOriJH-DAY. 



THE, EIGHTH DAY. 

Here was a drawing, divided into twci compart- 
meats. In one, was presented an Arcklnshop, 
kissing'vhe hand of a crowned King;*In another, 
was the sole portraiture of a Prince ; who, from his 
mantle, and the feathers embroidered on it, appeared 
to be a Prince of Wales. 



THE EIGHTH DAY. 


On this day, the merchant and his wife 
departed from Kenilworth, wlfere they had 
suffered such extremes of good and evil. 
They departed, carrying with, them joy 
and blessings. But it was not till they 
had gone a good distance through the 
forest, that they felt themselves fully at 
liberty. Then, as tliey looked back.*antU 
saw afar off the giey towers of the castle, 
al)ove the tawny woods, nay, that very 
prison-turret, ])erched over all, which 
Woodreeve had never expected to leave, 
but for death, their hearts overflowed with 
thankflUness, and tears of joy fell fast. 
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Yet, turned they suddeiil',' from view of it, 
and then went fomard; even faster than 
before. After leaving tTiese woods of 
Ardenn, they journeyed homewards, in 
peace. 

And many othere departed from the 
King’s cotirt homeward, on this day; es¬ 
pecially, my Loul Archbishop took solemn 
leave of his Highness, who gave him all 
due honoursj for his wise counsel, regret¬ 
ting also, that he had not sooner followed 
it. Tlie Archbishop, pleased with the re¬ 
lease of Woodreeve and with the l)Ounties 
since bestowed upon him, bowed himself, 
with willing homage, to his lord tlic King, 
' and- bade rfarewell to the young Prince 
Edward, with affectionate respect and 
with lofty hojies of what he might here¬ 
after prove liimself. 

And, this day, left Kenilworth, the un¬ 
happy lady. Baroness de Blondeville, con¬ 
veyed away by her noble parents to their 
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own castle, there to pass in quiet shade 
this season of a^liction. And those, who 
have mourned witli her in this cTironicle 
of her sad story, may haply like to look 
into the glass of her futurity. There, may 
they see many dark • years of^gfief and 
sadness, passtxl within h’ei- father’s towers; 
hut onward they will see the gleam of 
hope and joy striking* athwart her path, 
and further still, the calm sunshine of 
happiness ' settling on her home, Vhere 
she is married to a nobleman right worthy 
of her. .\nd here we veil this inin’or of 
futurity, and come Imck to the passing 
time. 

And, on this very day,*the King his-sett, 
who now loathed Kenilworth, broke up 
the court, and departtjd in all state with 
the Queen, for his palace, at Woodstock. 
The eventful days and hours df a very 
short period had wroi^ht great change in 
the King’s mind, and in the views and 
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hopes of many in his* train. Some had 
profited in wisdom by what they had ex- 
pei-ienced, or witnessed; others had suf¬ 
fered truth to glide before their eyes, with-, 
out attention enough to derive one lesson 
from it! 

And now, the King and all his court 

passing away under the battlements of this 

* 

stately castle, in the pomp and order, with 
which, eight days before, they had aj)- 
proaihed it, his trumiiets sowaded their 
last to these towers, which echoed back 
the farewell; and then they w'ere left to, 
solitude and silence. This was the last 
gleani of courtly splendour, that lighted 
up the walls of Kenilworth, in this King’s 
reign. Antf^now the fading woods strew¬ 
ed yellow leaves on the long cavalcade, 
that wound below, whispering a moral to 
departing greatness; and .their high tops, 
rustling in the blast, seemed to sigh over 
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those, who were ^paving them for ever to 
tlieir ojvn quietneSs. 

The King’s banner still waved on the 
Keej), till his Highness had reached the 
end of the furthest aVenue, the last spot, 
from which he .could look back, on the 
castle, standing, wth all 4ts solid masses of 
tower and bastion, amidst the rich and 
varied hues of autumn. TVliile he gazed, 
a cloud overcast it, and then a gliding 
light shoji^ed e\ ery battlement and turret, 
wall and bastion, window and loop dis¬ 
tinctly in succession, nay, the very grate 
and spikes of the port-cullis, hanging in 
the arch of the ■great portal, unden which 
his txain Jliad passed. 

Just as his Highness turned into the 
close woods, his banner on the Keep bowed 
homage, and then was lowered to be no 
more raised till long in after years, when 
the King’s camp lay Iq Ardenn, and Prince 
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Edward planted the roy/:! ensign over tlic 

sons of the rebel Montfort, and restored 

« 

Kenilwqrth to his sovereign lord and 
father. 

This vision of the living world, which 
had so suddenly a})peared in these Wild so¬ 
litudes, which havl, in so short period, car¬ 
ried the joy and mourning of human pas¬ 
sions, beneath ‘ the^e shades of Ardenn ; 
which had banqueted and striven, had 
hope4,and feared, had plotted a^d punish¬ 
ed, had fretted and triumphed, had shown 
the extremes of jjrincely grandeur, and of 
domestic misery, of deep villany and ge¬ 
nerous humanity, of sujjernatural i)ower 
'and inortah weakness, of human craft and 
of controlling, over-powering justice—this 
vision was now all vanished as in air, to 
be no more seen, or traced here, peace and 
silence closing over the towers where it 
had been. 

The halls, where late the banquet re- 
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vefled, or the scentre of justice threaten¬ 
ed, now echoed only to the straying steps 
of ancient menials. In the courts so lately 
filled with princely pomp and tumult, 
where the hurrying foot passe^ incessantly 
to and fro; where the many sounding 
hool' trampled, an^l the hum of voices rose, 
all was now so still, that, when the soli- 
taiy sentinel ceased his .measured pace, 
you might hear only the shivering of the 
ivy^ or the distant, echo to the closing door 
of some deserted chandjcr, jnurmuring 
through empty galleries, wliich, of late, to 
have looked upon would have filled you 
with marvel ol’ the high dames and gaudy 
gentils passing through them. 
courts now sjxike only “at certain hours, 
when the m atch-u oi-d went its round, or a 
singli' .trumpet of the garrison called to- 
gethflf the few armed tenants, stationed 
at gate, or rainj)art, and the guard was 
changed. 

VOL. III. D 



50 


GASTON DE BLONDEVILLE. 


Thus quickly passed away this courtly 
vision from these woods of Ardenn. And 
so from before every eye departs the vision 
of this life, whether it appear in lonesome 
foi'est, in busy city, in camp, or court,— 
where may be pressed within the compass 
of a few short day.?, the agitating passions, 
with all their vaiying shades and combina¬ 
tions, the numerous events and wise expt‘- 
rience, that mUke up years of ordinary life 
and the seeming ages of a cloistered oije ; 
for there, pale moment, lingering after mo¬ 
ment, like rain-drop following drop, keeps 
melancholy chime with chants too for¬ 
mally repeated to. leave, except on very 
f(aM',.Jiie due, impression of their meaning, 
and with slow returning vigils. Yet even 
here life is still a fi.keting vision ! As 
such it fades, whether in court or convent, 
nor leaves a gleam behind—save of the 
light of good works ! 

antr tljuii mlftth tl)i£ Cnhi Cbromqur. 



CONCLUSION. 


WiLi.ouGiiTOX, long before he had fi¬ 
nished tlih; “ Trew Chroniqiie,” had* some 
doubts, as to its brigin. AVith the enthu- 
siitsni of an antiiiuary, he was willing to 
suppose it a real manuscript of the monks, 
in sj)ite of some contradictoiy ch’cum- 
stances. The illuminntihns it exhibited, 
with the many abbreviations and quaint¬ 
nesses in the writing, only a few of n hicb, 
liowever, he has jneserved in this, his 
translation, and those few hut here and 
there, where they seem*to have gained ad¬ 
mission, by their accordance with the mat- 

D ^ 
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ter then in narration, these traits justified, 
in some degree, his willing opinion. 

Perhaps, one better versed in antiipiities 
would have found out, that several of the 
ceremonies of the court here exhibited, 
were more certaiiily those of the fourth 
Edwai’d, than of third Henry, or the 
st‘Cond Richard, and would have assigned 
the manuscript to a later period than that 
of the title, ‘or than that afterwards al¬ 
luded to in the book, whether written by 
monk or layman. And though that same 
title said this elironiclc was translated from 
the Norman tongue, by Grymbald, a monk 
of Saint Mary's Priory, it said nothing of 
its hr.ving been coipjmsed by one; and the 
manuscript itself V'emed to bear evidence 
against such a su])position, by the way in 
which some of the reigning superstitions 
of Henry the Third’s time and of the 

monastic *life in general were sjioken of. 
( 

He must have been a very bold man, at 
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that period, who had dared to utter even 
from* under a cowl, a, doubt, concerning 
the practice of magic, or witchcraft. It 
is, liowever, to be acknowledged, that, on 
soine^ other points, hia notions were not 
unworthy of o' monk of the Ihirteenth 
<«ntury, that is, if h*e’ really credited all 
the supposed incidents of the hall, and of 
several other parts ’of the; castle. The 
way, in which he speaks of the melan- 
clioly monotony and other privatiSns of a 
cloister, seem to come from heart-felt ex¬ 
perience ; yet, if it had been so, he might 
not have ventured thus to have expressed 
his feelings. 

But at whatsoever ’period' this “ Trew 
Chronique” had Iteen written, or by whom¬ 
soever, Willoughton was so willing to 
think he had met with a sitecimen of elder 
times, that he refused to dwell pn the evi¬ 
dence, frhich went against its stated ori¬ 
gin, or to doubt the old man’s story of the 
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way in which it had been found; and he 
was about to enter upon another of these 
marvellous histories, entitled “A trew 
Instorie of two Mynstrells, that came by 
night to th^ commandaiy of Saint John 
Hospitaller, at Dalby • siir les ^^^mldes, 
and what they thoVc discdvcred.” 

But, behold! the beams of another day 
springing on the drrkness! On drawing 
aside a window-curtain, he jierceived the 
dawm upon tlie horizon ; “and, wlio ever Vet 
Ijeheld those first pure tints of light uikui 
the darkness, more touching, more «-lo- 
quent to the soul, than even the glorious 
sun-rise and turned abruptly from them ? 
7*ii*c 'low'ers ‘of Warwick castle soon be¬ 
gan to show' themselves on the east, their 
mighty shadow's raised up against the in¬ 
creasing light in j)eace and .stillness. The 
morning-star alone rode bright abov(' them. 
trembling on the edge of a .soft purjih* 
cloud, that streaked the daw n 
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The heart of iVilloughton was deeply 
affected by the almost holy serenity, the 
silent course of order and benevolence, 
that he witnessed in these first minutes of 
another day; he looked up* to Heaven, 
and breathed a |irayer of blissful gratitude 
and adoration ; ahd tlu\T departed to his 
rest. 

■' To-morrow to fresli fietdfi and jrastures new.’’ 
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Voi.. I. 1)1. “ Corn.” Luland nifutioiiN, from 
a INIamiSifrijif in the Cottonian Jjibnirv, ileseril)- 
ino the entrance of Henry the Seventh into York, 
thlrino ^jirooress, tlTat, *• in divers places ^f the citie 
hanjrin}! out of tapestry and otTier clothes, and 
making of galarics from on side of the strete over 
athwart to that other; some casting out of ohle.s 
and wafers, and some ctisting out of comfetts in 
great quantitie, as it had been havlestoiR-s. for joye 
and rejoicing of the King’it^'omvn^." 

Wlien the same King visited Bristol, and nas 
publicly received there, the same account says, .ifter 
the de.scription of a very ample procession ; " And 
then the King ])1-oceded towarde th’ Abbey of Seint 
Austeyns, and bt the way ther was ,a baker's tvitf 
cast oute of a wyndow ^ great quantitie of nhete. 
crying, “ M’elcome. and good luck 
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Ibid. “ Before the castle gates.” Of tliese gates, 
or of the ramparts, or of the B oat, that once> siir- 
rounded them, there are now no traces left. All 
that remains of Kenilworth, is alreiuly noticed in 
the introduction to the ^Manuscript. Such, at least, 
it appesired in the autumn of 1802, when the writer 
viewed it, with a mixture of sulmiration and dis- 
appointmcrt. 

Vol. I. page 140. ; These '.vere in that great 

oriel.” The great ori_“l Iier^ mentioned, was proba¬ 
bly that made by order of Henry the Third, the ex¬ 
pense of wliich is recordeu to have been six {Miunds 
sixteen shillings and fourpence. 

^ ol. I.^ page 140. *• Voide.” The follojving lu- 
rious particiihr.s relative to this distinguished part 
of ancient eutertaiuments, are from the iirticles or¬ 
dained by King Henry the Seventh, for the regula¬ 
tion of his household : “ Thirty first of Decemlier, 
1494; jirii terl hy the .Society of Antiquaries, from a 
coji^w* the HariViau Library.” 

As FOR lilt tVLN O, llir. BAY WIIBN A VOIBE 

SHALL BE had." —“ In the even of the day of es¬ 
tate, it is the usher's parte, and it jdeiiee the King, 
to have a voide ; then the usher must n ame the 
servant of the sjiicerie to make readie for the sjiice- 
plates for the King and tlie Ilishopjie, and for the 
lordes and estates, after as they bee ; and after as 
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yee see necessarie; and also to warne the King’s 
servers and esquires, which must wayte that 
tyme, pad the server of the chamber, for the 
JJishopp’s spice-plate; then yee must goe to the 
Servant of the seller, and warne him to make 
readie the King’s cuppe and the Bishopp’s; 
and as many festeres of wine as yee thinke will 
serve the people. Also y^ti must T{‘cea\’e the pile 
of cu])pes, and brin^ them, -tpp, and sett the Bi¬ 
shopp’s covered cupp above thei/i, if yt*e seem it be- 
fore'to doe. Alsoe, yee must warne an esquire for 
the bodie, to bring the ling’s cupj) to the cup¬ 
board, and an esquire of the howsehould to bring 
the Ci.shojj 3 )’ 8 , if the usher will. Alsoe, yau must 
warne the server to fetch the spice-iJlatcs for the 
Kinge, and a server of the chamber for the Bi¬ 
shoppe, and bring it to the c»i])-board. Alsoe, you 
must ajipointe for everie plate, an esquire of the 
housholde to serve the estates and lordes* as vee 
thinke best. There what timr^yee thinke the Kmg 
is readie to take his voide, then yee must assemble 
them together, and bring them to the cup-board ; 
the usher goeinge before, making risime to the cup- 
Iward ; then the chamberlaine goeing to the cup- 
l)oard, taking with him three of the greatest estates, 
delivering to the greatest t|je towcll; the second es¬ 
tate the spice-plates; the third estate the cuppe; 
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and when they come to the Kingo with it, the cham- 
berloinc taketh the covering*’ of the spice-plates, 
giving assay to the l)earer ; and when the Kyige and 
Bishopp have taken spice and M’iiie, then the lordes 
deliver it to tlie officers ngiiine ; then the usher to 
ap^Kiint esquires to serve the hudes and the ]>eople 
largely. And lett the Bishoppe’s spice-])lates l)ee 
served fofth amongst others, witliout it hee an Arch¬ 
bishoppe ; then this dVipe, the tisher to call in cu]qws 
againe, and sett thefn in order as they came; and so 
bring them forth out of tlie cliainber, like as the) 
came; and if it bee in the night tynie, that you 
must have light at the voide, bee right well advised 
how uKtny lights you must have, and »’iow many 
shall g(K‘ wfth the King's si)iee-plates and cnjip, 
when hee shall drinke; hit rvni i.ouK theki; iu.e 

ODD IN NIMBERAT Till; VOIDE.”-Hoyal IloUScluild 

Ordinances, jiage 113. 

.Mr. l*egge. in his “ Di.ssertation on the obsolete 
office of Ksquire of ^t4ie King's Bodv," -savs, “ A 
voide was a small collectitm of spices (a term at 
that time including all sorts of sweets of the confec¬ 
tionary kind) and rich wines frequently taken by 
the King and Queen after even-song, which on 
great fe.stiwal* was attended with much state. I 
have no better guess at the meaning of the word, 
than that it is a transfer of the term from the uten- 
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sil to the ceremony, a voydcr being a kind <»f tray 
still in u-se, under tliSt denomination, for the pur¬ 
pose of jnoving glasses, &c. from one room to ano¬ 
ther. Time seems to have contracted the word a 
little, though its meaning has been enlarged so far 
as to ifriply the whole geremony. After which 
there was a voyde,’ occurs frequently in accounts 
of ancient high festivals, lint what most favours this 

derivation, is a passage in Sir*Tj!eorge lluck’s ‘ Ac- 

« 

count of the Coronation of King'Richard the Third.' 
—‘ Lastly,’ says he. ‘ after dinner came the Lord 
Mayor of L<»ndon and the Sherill's u'ith a voyder.' 
The Lord Mayor of London is chief butler on a co¬ 
ronation, smd serves tiie King witli a cu]> of tvine, 
and this formerly might be a branch of*that office.” 
—Curialia, pages lo, l(i. 

Vol. I. page 141. “ Alaister Henry.” Of this ]>er- 
sonage, there are several memorials in the records of 
the reign of Henry the Third and elsewhere. The 
treasurer and chamberlains this sovereign were 
commanded by writ to pay to Master Henry, tlie 
King’s poet, a hundred .shillings, due to him for ar¬ 
rears of his stijiend, and that without any delav, or 
difficulty, although *the Kxcheijuer should be then 
shut. At another time, '* By virtue of«a M'rit of 
Allocate, directed to the Tjeasurer and Barony al¬ 
lowance was made to Peter Chaceinirk, keeper of 
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the wardrobe, of several payments by him made, to 
wit of x/, to Master Henry the Poet, of^feix/. to 
Alexander, King of Scots, for his corrody.upon his 
coming ta the King of England’s court, ttttd return¬ 
ing back again.”—Sec Madox’s History of the Ex¬ 
chequer, vol. j. p. 391—%;ol. ii. j)..202. A corrody, 
it seems, was nearly synonymous with a pension, 
though it sometimes nioant a' separate gift. War- 
ton, who notices sotne of these dq^iations to the 
jwet, calls him Herfrj- of Avranches. 

Vol. I. ])age 142. “ The four Escjnires of the 

Body.” This attendance was due to the sovereign as 
a knight. Other knights had two ; a knight sovereign 
had foirr esquires. The Household Book\^,>f Edward 
the Fourth, before referred to, says, “ Esquiers 
for the body iiii, noble of conditions, whereof alwey 
ii attendaunt upon the King's ])er.son, to array and 
unarray hym ; to watche day and nyght; to dresse 
hvm in Tiis clothes, and they be callers to the chauni- 
berlayn, if anVthing JSk for his person or i)le.saunce ; 
theyre business is In many secrets, some sitting in 
the King’s chaumbre. some in the hall, with'persones 
of like service, which is called knyghte's service, 
taking every of theym for his lyverey at nyght di’ 
a chete loflSj;, one quart wyne, a gallon ale ; and for 
wynter lyvery, from AIJ Ilallow^ntyde tyll Estyr 
one percher wax, one candell wax, ii candells j)eris'. 
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one tallwood and dii#i’, and wages in the countyng 
house; yf he be present in courtCj dayly vii d. oh’ 
and clotlwige with the houshoid wynter and somer, 
or xl. s. besides his other fee of jewel-house, or of 
the thesaurere of Englonde; and besides his wach- 
yng, clothing of chaumbre of the King’s warderobe. 
He hatll abyding in this courte, but vii servauntes, 
lyverey sufheiaunt for his horses in the cotjntrey by 
the King’s herberger ; and if anysqnier for the 
body be lette blode, or elles for watched, he sLidl 
have lyke lyverey wth knyghtes, litter and rushes 
all the yere of the sergeaunt usslier of the hall and 
cliaumbre^ oftyn tymes tliese stoiul in stede^of ker- 
vers and cupberers.” 

Of carvers a former section of the same book had 
spoken thus :—“ A kerver at the boarde, after the 
King is passed it, may chese for hymself one dyshe 
or two, that plentie is among. The King will 
assigne a di.she to seme lorde tir straunger in chaum¬ 
bre or hall, elles the alnuifter woll see to straungers 
in suche rewardes, if it seme hvme worshipfull, 
elles all at the Kinge’s boarde g<H’the to almesse. 
In the Noble Edwarde’s dayes" (in hotisehold books 
, tliis always means the days of Edward the Third) 

'* worshipfulles quires did this servyce; but now 
thus for the more worthy. Theis kervers and 
cupberers pay for the carriages of their harijeys 
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and other in courte. Them nerdeih to be well spede 
in taking of degree in the schole of urbanytie." 

But this office of esquire of the body has given 
occasion to a work, than wliich scarcely any is more 
copious of particulars, relative to the'doinestic habits 
of our ancient sovereigns. It need hardly be added, 
that tliis is the Dissertation of the late hi.'. I’egge- 
The following large,extritct v-ill lie pardoned by those, 
who have the book, aftfl doubtless ilfell received by 

a 

those, who have it not. After mentioning the du¬ 
ties of this officer in the day time, the author says, 
“ Thus miich for the office of Esijuiro of the Body 
by day ; but the prineipid, most essential, and most 
honourable part of his duty, was at nigh^';’ for when 
the King retired to bed, the e.squire had the con¬ 
centrated power of the (Seiitlemrii I x/ierx, the f ice- 
Cliambcrlain, and Lord Chamberlain, in himself, 
having the aljsolute command of the house both 
above and below stairs. At this period (the reign of 
King Henry VUI.) a..d till the close of the la.st cen¬ 
tury, the royal ajtartu.ents, from the bed-chamber to 
the guard-chamber inclu-ivelv, were occu]iied in tin* 
night by one or more of tlie servants l)clonging to 
each chamber respectively. The principal officer, 
then C{dle(^the Gentleman (now the L()Kn)of the 
bed-ehamber, slept on a }»allet-bed in the same room 
with the Kjnu ; and in the ante-room, between the 
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privy-chamher and the bed-ehambe.r (in the reign of 
King Charleti II. at least) slept the Gkoom of the 
Bed-chmnber. In the privy-ckamher next adjoining 
slept TWO of the six Gentlemen of' the Pmvy- 
ciiAMiiEH ill waiting; and in the presence-chamher 
^ the Esouiue of the Body, on a pallet-hed, upon the 
haut pas, .under the ctoth of estate, while one of the 
Pages of the Preseitcc-ehaittbcr slejit in the same 
'room, without verge of the canopy, not far from 
the d(H»r. All these temporary beds were put up at 
night, and displaced in the naming, liy the officers 
of a particular branch of the wardrobe, called the 
wardrobe of beds. Beyond all these in the guard- 
roorn was tlie watch, consisting of a certain number 
of the Yeomen of the Guard. After supper, previous 
Jlo the King's retiring to his bed-chamber, the projier 
officers were to see all things furnished for the night, 
some f^r the King's bed-chamber, and others for the 
King's cupboard, which was sometimes in the privy- 
cliamber, and sometimes in th^ jiresencc-chamber, 
at the royal pleasure, and furnished with refections 
for the King's refreshment, if called for. After 
this, the officers of tjie day retired, and committed 
all to the charge of the EsyrinE of the Boiiy. This 
DOMESTIC CEHEMONY was called The t/kpEn of 
All-Night ; the nature of Miich I shall now give 
at large, from an account preserved in the Lubu 
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Chamberlain’s Office. TW writer, who was 
himself an Esquire of the Body to two suocessive 
Kings, goes circumstantially through the whole of 
the Esquire’s business of the Night; from whence 
it will appear, that, even so lately as the middle of 
last century,* the oHice was c/ so confidential a na> 
ture, that no dispatch, letter, flf. message, could be 
communicated to tjie King in the Night, bRt what 
was brought .to the^£sQuiKB on Aty, and by him 
carried in propria persona to the King. 

The ORDEH of ALL-XIGHT. 

As described by Ferdi.'iando ^larsham, 
Esquire of /.he Bonv, 

To K'ng Charles I. and King Charles II. 

“ The ORDER of All-Night for the King 
vras antiently as followeth;— 

“ The Gentleman Usher, Daily Waiter, haviog 
the cl^rge of constant attendance ujion his Majesty 
until nine (j’clock .at night, calleil to the Yeotitan 
Usher attending at*the guard-chamber door, for ten 
Yeomen to attend him to go for All-Night for 
the King. The Gentleman t 'sher went i«re-headed, 
and the Yetman (Usher) to ijie jHinlry for hretul— 
to the buttery (i. e. butlery) for two dagons of Iteer 
—to the* spiccry, for sugar, nutmegs, &c.»—to the 
irine-cellar, for two great fiugons of teinc, and 
drank the King's health in both cellars, causing 
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all to be uncovelBftl* ^>ing and back, having a 
Groom of the Chamber, carrying a lighted torch 
before the Gentleman Usher, until he rettirned into 
the presence-chamber, and lay all the services upon 
the cupboard thfere; and so delivers all to the 
Esquihe of the Bof)V, anA takes his'leave. The 
ESQUinn then takit the inner keys and charge of 
Anii-NiGiiT, calls to the Yeoman Usher, or Ckrk 
of the Chcifue, Hr the roll of the tvtifch, and the 
page of the presence, with a silver bason, with a 
max morter, and sizes, attends the esuitike into 
the privy gallery. Then he (the esquire) takes 
the bason, &c. and carries it to the King’|j bed¬ 
chamber, and stays until his Majesty goes into his 
bed, and then goes himself to bed, under the slate 
■in the pre.sence-ehamber, in a pallet bed, sent up 
from the rrardrobe. ..\t eight o’clock in the morn¬ 
ing there was the esquire's breakfast «sually 
brought up to the iviitlers ^bamberf where the 
Gentleman Usher attended with the quarterly 
mailer to relieve and diseliargc him. and to take 
care of the daily rvailhig, and to see the presence 
and other rooms made sweet and cle^n. The 
breakfast was a giaul piece of laiiled In-ef. of four- 
t(“en pounds weight, with bread, beer, and wine; 
and sometimes a IkhIciI cnjwn, and a piece of veal 
or mutton. 
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" There was a silk trovers ' hung up, and drawn 
by the Page (of the Presence,) and the chain turned, 
and the jmge lay oh a pallet>bcd without the tra¬ 
verse. 

" After the Esquire of the Body had carried 

% 

the viorter into the hed-cha^Hier, and received the 
rvord of the King, with his triple) hrt/, which 

the Esquire in waking always had, he locked the 
outward door, leading into the prhy-lodgtng.t, and 
then went into the guard-chamber, and set the 
watch, and the^n returndd into the prrseiice-chaviber, 
where he lodged under the canopy. l»eing the chief 

OFFIC)®B OF THAT NIGHT. 

In all the time of my duty and service upon my 
Royal Master, his late Majeshf of hlesswl memory, 
I, being Esquire of the Body, did always come into 
the King’s lied-chamber, without asking leave of 
any; aiM I did every night, having my sword and 
cloak on, bring in the snorter into his Majesty’s hed- 
rhamber, and stayed there as long as I pleased, which 
was commonly till his Majesty went into bed ; and, 
having received the word from his Majesty, 1 set the 
guard, and*fter All-Xight was served up, / had 
the sale an^ absolute command of the house, aluwe 
and brlofv stairs, as his Majesty did declare u{>on 
several occasions to be the riglit of my ])laoc. And 
in the time of war, ujxin pll occasions that required, 
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1 went into the bed-ckt^ber, and awaked his Ma~ 
jeHif, and delivered all letters and messages to hh 
Majesty, and many times, by his Majesty's com¬ 
mand, I returned answers to the letters, and deli¬ 
vered orders. And I rememlter that, coming to the 
Kino's bed-chamber dear, which was bolted on the 
anside, the* late EaH of Bristol, then being in 
waiting, and lying there, he unbolted the door upon 
my knocking, amf asked me what news ? I told him 
I had a letter for the Kino ; the Earl then demand¬ 
ed the letter of me, which I tdld him I could deli¬ 
ver to none but the Kino himself; upon which the 
King said, ‘ The F.squiTe is jn the right; fag he 
ought not to deliver am/ letter or message tb any but 
myself; he being at this time the Chief Officer op 
. j.*v House ; and, if he had delivered the letter to 
any other, I should not have thought him Jit for his 
place.' 

“ And, before this time, 1 never heard that any 
otfered to hinder the EsyuiRE from coming to the 
King, and I have frequently brought letters and 
messages to the bed side when the Duke of Rich- 
.MONO was in waiting, • By me, 

■' Ferdinanik) Marsham.” 

It may be pardonable to dktend the encroach¬ 
ment upon this interesting part of Mr. Pegge’s book. 
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80 fur as to say, that, from annexed to it, 

Mr. Marsham appears to liave been a collateral 
ancestor of tht! earl of Bomney, that “ met" are still 
the denomination of certain allowances of bread, beer, 
cheese, Sic. in the University of Cambridge; that 
a silk “ traverse" is a silk curtain; that the earl of 
Bristol was of the name of Digby, which family be* 
came extinct, os earls, in 1698, and that th^ Duke 
of Richmond waftj^owic Stuart, which title ceas¬ 
ed in that family in 1672; and that Chaucer was 
probably an Esquire of the Body to Edward the 
Third. 

Vql. I. page 14% “ Kr.ights of the houshold. ’ 
The Household Book of Edward IV. says, Knights 
of houshold xii, bachelers sufficient, and most va¬ 
lient men of that ordre of every countrey, and more 
in number yf it please the King; whereof iiii to be 
continually nbyding and attending uppouthe King's 
person in coarte, be^iAss the kervers, as above sjiyd, 
fur to serve the King of his bason, or 8U<^ other ser- 
vj-se, as they may do the King, in absencti of the 
kervers, sitting in the King’s chuumbre juid hall, 
with persones of lyke KcnTte, everyche ot them 
have etyng in the hall, and taking fur his chuumbre 
at none and nyght, one lofis, one quart wync, one gal¬ 
lon ale, one pcrcher, one cimdell wax, ii candelies 
peris’, one tallwood et diin', for wynter lyvery, from 
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AUhalowentfde tyll £«tyr, lusfaes and litter all the 
yere of the aergeaont naaher, and for keping of theyr 
atnfF and chanqlue, and to purvey for theyr atuffe ; 
also at they re lyverey in the countrey, amonges 
them all iiii yomen ; after tyme vii of these knyghts 
be departed from court, and the three yomen to ete 
dayly in the hall wi|h the chamberlaynes, tyU theyre 
sayd maiatyrs come agayne; so Jihat the number of 

* 

knyght’s servants be not ineresed.when theyre mais- 
tyrs be present. Every knyght shall have resort¬ 
ing into this court iii personcs wayters; the reme-. 
nant of theyre servants to be at theyre. lyverey in 
the countrev, tvithin vH myles to the King, ^jy the 
herbergers sufficiently lodged; and it miay be ii 
knyghts togeder; also they pay in this courte for 
the carryage of theyre own stuffe, and if a knyght 
take cloiithing, it is by warrant made to the King’s 
warderober, and not of the thesaurer of* hous- 
hold. Hometytnes knyghts talie a fee.heer yerely 
of X marcs, and cloathing, but* because ray cloth- 
inge is not according for the King’s knyghts, there¬ 
fore it was left.” 

This exactness, in •.specifying the ((uantitics and 
sorts of the food and other matters, to be received 
hy the knights of the household, could not be 
thought degrading to yhem, since it prevailed in the 
cases of their superiors ; the King and tlie royal 

VOL. III. F. 
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iamily not excepted. Alanycof our sovereigns, from 
Edward the Third, to William and Mary, had their 
own “ diett” described, with nearly as much ])arti- 
cularity in their own household Ijooks. That, for Ed¬ 
ward the Fourth was, “ The Kyug for his breke- 
fust, two looves made into four mauncbetts, and two 
payne demayne, one messe of kychyn gfosse, dim 
gallon of ale. Item at none for his bourde sitting 
allone viii loves with the trenchers ; his servyce of 
kychyn cannot be expressed at certeyn, but the no¬ 
ble Edward the Thirfi in comune dayes feriall, be¬ 
ing no prees of lordes or straungers at bis bourde, 
was .‘•erved with viii diverst dishes, and his lordes 
in hall anti chamber with v, his other gcntylmen 
in court with iii disshes, besides potagc; and 
groomes and others with ii disshes diverse- Ther 
the King’s meate, two {Hcbera and dim wyne, ii 
gallonf ale. Item for his soiiper by himself, viii 
loves, with the tren<S»ers*in all the kyclivn, after 

C ’>• 

the day, or after the stufT that is hud within forth, 
ii pychers wyne, ii gallons ale, l)esides the fruter 
and waferer. Item, bt-d and driiikinges for the 
King’s person, lietwixt ineelesj cannot bt? asccrteyn- 
ed but by recorde of tlie nsshers of tbe chamber. 
Item, nygbtly for tbe bed making, one pitcher half 
I gallon measure.” With the same accuracy other 
matters were distributed. (“ Item for the King 
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and his chamber alstf, vrlien the day shortneyth, and 
no prees of grete stradngers, iii torches, one toxtays 
and iii pricketts for the table and cup-boafde, if it 
be not fasting day; vi perchers, x candelis wax, for 
the sizes of the chamber, ii mortars wax every 
nyght; and at the festes, or camming of lordes or 
other strdbngers worshijtfulb it must be mare large 
by the discression aad recordoof the usshers, by 
oversight of the chamberlayn and others. Item for 
his own person, one chymney brennyng day and 
night, xviii shides, VSii faggfltts for wj-nter season ; 
and if there be more nedeful chymneys to brenne 
for the Kijjs’s honor iifthe grete chamber, then as 
the chamberlayn and ussher think reasonable ; and 
dayly all things to be recorded by the ussher into 
the countyng-hoiise. Item for the beddes and pay- 
letts in the King's chamber, all litter and rushes of 
the serjeniint of the hall by ovyrsight, for all thinges 
tliat growith of the thpsau^e of hausehold liis 
diarge, must be averseen the expences thereof by 
the styward and countroller.” Among the cutious 
circumstances of the.se extracts is the orthography, 
the same word being* ditferently spelt even in the 
same line; and this in a book, which must have 
been frequently referred to by persons of rank, and 
doubtless bad been seen by tne King himself—>in 
fact, a state-record. 

K 2 
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Vol. I. page 178 . “ The ss-ycrs’ art. The narra¬ 
tives chiefly flctitions, but partly true, related hy the 
savers, or Tale-tellers," who frequented the banquet 
halls of old times, were often the subjects of poems 
sung by the minstrels. 

Vol. I. page 178 . It was probably because the 
custom (sf listening to these narrators came to us 
from France, that our ancestors denominjjted them 
by so literal a translation of their French title. In 
the extract, published by hlr. Ellis, from H. de 
Brunn’s translation of'Wace’s»Brut, containing an 
account of Arthur’s coronation, "ft-e fiud 

“ Disours enow t^ed fubtas.” 

Ill the list of those, who afforded entertainment 
at the feast, these disourx are mentioned last, as 
are also dieir rewards from the jKing. 

“ Unto dismirs. that loflcd them gest«, 
gave cl«{lws of-ViM beat**/' 

Vol. I. Page 191. “ Until the Wayte piped his se¬ 
cond watch in all the courts." A W'avte was an esta- 
blished officer in royal palaces, and proliably in other 
mansions. Ilis duties and privileges in the palaces 
of £dwa»l the Fourth, are thus descrilied in the 
Household Book, which has been already referred to. 

" A Wayte, that nyghtly, from JHqhelmasse till 
^shere Thursday, pipeth the watche within this 
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oourte fower tymes, pid in semer nyghtea three 
tytneti; and he to make hon gayte and everey cham- 
bre door and office, as well ibr fyre as for other pi¬ 
kers or perilles. He eateth in the hall with the 
minstrelles, and taketh liyverey at nyght dimid’ 
payne, dimid’ gallon ale ; and for somer nyghtes two 
candelles peris’, dim’ bfisheU cooles; and fpr wynter 
nyghtes halfe a lofe, dim’ gallon ale, fower candelles 
peris’, Him’ bushell coles j and^dayly, if he be pre¬ 
sent in the courte by the chakker rolle iiiiJ0, ob. or 
iii et. by the discression of the Steward and Thesau- 
rer, and aftyr the cunnyng that he can, and good de¬ 
serving ; also cloathing with the houshold yomen or 
minstrelles, according to the wages that he taketh ; 
and if he be syke or lette bloode, he taketh ii loves, 
one messe of greate mete, one gallon ale; also he 
parteth with the general] giftes of houshold, and hath 
his bedding carryed, and his groonies togedqc, by the 
countroller’s assignemeat. And undey this yoman a 
groom wayte; if he can excSsc the yoman in his 
absence, then he taketh clothing, mete, rewardes, 
and other thinges, like to the ot^er gro(»nes of hous¬ 
hold. Also this ygman w'ayteth at the making of 
Knyghtes of the IBathc, watching by nyght-tynje 
upon theym in the chapjH'll; wherefore, Tie hath of 
fee, all the watchinge—clofliinge that the Knyghtes 
should weare uppon." 
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Vol. II. page 41. “A ojjecial Suttletie." At 
banquet given. upon great occassions, it was usual 
to have several “ suttleties,’’ in every one of which 
was a representation^ or mhuickry, of some part of 
the even then celebrated. 

Vol. II. page (14. “ Tlie whole court.” For a court- 
festival ^ a later reign, and fur the practical jukes, 
which were rewarded by general laughter, see the 
account in Leland’s Collectanea of the ban(]uetings 
and other rejoicings, on the arrival in Flngland of 
Catharine of Spain, ultimately the wife of Henry the 
Eighth. Then, Henry, his father, had caused the 
walls of Westminster Hall, “ the which is of.ereat 
length, brea/lth, largeness and right craftye building, 
to be richly hanged with pleasant clotlies of arras, 
and in its upper part a royall and great cujiboard, to, 
be made and erected, the ^ich was in length all 
the breadth of the chauncery, and in it were sett 
seven shelves of haunshcs of a goodly height, fur¬ 
nished and filled wifu as goodly and rich treiisure of 
plate as could be scene, great part whereof was 

gould and all the r^anant of silver gilt.When 

the King and the Queene had tj^ken tlieir noble seats 
ynder their clothes of Estate iif the said hall, and 
every one of the nobles were ordered in their places 
convenient, then began', and entered the following 
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goodly and pleasant 4>||^i8ing, which was convayed 
and shewed in proper and subtile pageants; the first 
was a cdstle riglit cunningly devised, sett upon 
wheeles, and drawn into the said hall by fower great 
beasts, with chaines of gold. The two first beasts 
were lyons, one of them of gold and the other of 
silver: tha other two were, one of them an hart with 
gilt homes, and tlie fourth w&s an £lke. In each of 
these foure beasts were two ihon, one in the fore 
part, and anoUier in the hinder part, secretly hid 
and apparelled ; nothing of tljem was seen but their 
leggs, which were seeretly hid and dfsguised Itfter 
the proportion and kinde of those of the beasts that 
they were m. Thus tlus castle was by these*foure 
beasts properly conveyed from the nether part of 
^he hall to before the King and the Queene,«vho 
were in the upper part of the same hall. Tliere n-ere 
within the .same castle, di.sguised, viii goodly and 
fresh ladyes hmking out of the windowes of the same. 
In the foure corners of this castfc were iiij children, 
that is to say, in every square of the castell one, sett 
and appearing above the height of it. In every of 
these turretts was a,little childe apparelled like a 
maiden; and all the four children sang most sweet¬ 
ly and harmoniously in all the cumming of flie castle, 
the length of the hall, till it Vas brought before the 
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King’s majestic; where when.it liad been conveyed 
it was sett somewhat out of the way towards the one 
side of the hall. 

“ The second pageant, a shippe, likewise sett 
uppon wlieels, without any leaders in sight: the 
same was in right goodly apparel, having her masts, 
toppes sayles, tackling, and all other apjxwtyenances 
necessary unto a seemuly vessell, as thougli it had 
been sayling in the (s^a; and so passed through the 
hall by the whole length, till they came before the 
King, somewhat besidfs the said castle. The mas- 
terdfcf the sUippe and their ^m])any, in the cotin- 
teynances, s})eaches and depieanor, used and behav¬ 
ed tllcmsejves after the manner and guyse of mari¬ 
ners, and there cast theire ancliers somew hat besides 
the #aid castle. In this shi]>pe there was a giMtdly 
and a fayre ladye, in he^ajtparell like unto the 
Princ(^ of Spain. Out and from the said sliippe 
descended by a ladder two well bescene and gtsMlly 
persons calling theiKsclvcs /iojh' and drxirr, ]>assiiig 
towards the rehearsed castle witli their banners in 
manner and forme as ambassadors from the knights 
of the mount of love unto the ladies within the cas¬ 
tle, making great instance in the behulfe of the said 
knights,*for the intent to attaine the favour of the 
said ladyes present; miking their means on intreaties 
os woers and breakers of the matters of love between 
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the'knights And the kdyes. The said ladyes gave 
their finall iinswere of utterly refuse and know¬ 
ledge of any sucJi company, or that they were ever 
minded to the accomplishment of any such request; 
and plainely denyed their purpose and desire. The 
two said Ambassadors therewith taking great dis¬ 
pleasure* shewed the said ladyes, that tht knights 
would for this unkind re^saU make hattayle and 
assault, and so and in such wiiie to them and their 
castle, that it should be grievous to abide their powet 
and malice. 

" Incontinent cadle in the third pageant, in like- 
ness«of a ^reat hill, or Inountain, in the whiQ}i were 
inclosed viii goodly knights with tllteir banners 
spredd and displayed, naming themselves the Knights 
of the Mount of Love, and passed through the said 
h^l towards the King’s grace, and there tooke theire 
staunding up])on the other side of the shipjib. Then 
these two Ambassadors departed to their masters, 
the knights, w'ho were witliin the mount, and shew¬ 
ed the disdaiue and refusall, with the whole circum¬ 
stance of the same. The knights, not being there¬ 
with content, with much malice and courageous 
minde, issued from the said mount withjheir ban¬ 
ners displayed, and hastily spedd them to the re¬ 
hearsed castle which they torthwith assaulted, soe 
and in such wise, that the Ipdyes yealding themselves 
K 5 



82 


N^)TES. 


descended from the castle, and<submitted themselves 
to the power, grace, and will of these noble knights.” 
This affair ended, as might be expected in a dance, 
during which, the three pageant.s, the castle, the 
shippe, and tjie mountain, reinovetl and departed. 
In the same wise die said disguisers, as well the 
knights its the ladycs, after certaine leasur^ of their 
solace and disport, r.voyded and evanished out of 
light and presence.” 

• Then, occur two ba.ss dances, which ajipear to 

have been minuets—onc'between Prince Artlr.:r and 

« 

the lady Cecill, the other between the Princess Ca¬ 
tharine and one of her Spanish hidies, yi Spanish 
dresses. 

“ In the third and last pliice. the Duke of Yorki'. 
having with him the Ladye ^largiiret his sister in 
his hand, came down and d;iunc(‘d two bass (hmn- 
ces. Afterwards he perceiving himself to be accom- 
bred with his clotlies^ sodainly cast otf his gown, 
and daunced in his jackett with the said ladye 
Margarett in so goodly aiul pleasant a inaner, that 
it was to the King and Queeue great and singular 
pleasure. Then they departetl ‘againe, the duke to 
the King jind the ladye to the Queene. This dis¬ 
guising ' royall thus ended, the voyilee began to 
enter in the manor of a lamkett, exceeding the price 
of any other used in great season. Before the 
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voidee, came in five ^score couple, Earles, Barons, 
and Knights, over and besides Squi^, having col- 
lers and chains of gould, every each of them 
throughout, bearing the one of them a spice^plate, 
the other a cuppe, beside yeomen of the guard that 
Followed them with potts of w^e to fill the cuppes. 
The spioe-plates were furnished in the mojt goodly 
manner with spices, after t'he manner of a voidee ; 
and the cuppes were repleni.'hed with wine, and 
universally throughout the said hall distributed. 
The number of the said •-pice-plates and cuppes 
were gOodJy and marveylous, and yet Ihe more to be 
won^red, for that the cnpboard was nothing touched, 
but stood comyileat, garnished and filled, seemiiigly 
not one dimini.shed.” 

Vol. II. page 83. “ Arabian jongleur.” The Ara¬ 
bian jongleurs were said to practise a kind of natu¬ 
ral magic, and by some means of chemistrj^to raise 
up false appearances. 

Vol. II. page 88. ‘‘ His Higftness himself had once 
proof.” iNIatthew Paris records this strange charge 
made by Henry the Third, in fvill council, against 
Hubert dc Btirgh, his justiciary, Earl of Kent, that 
Hulu'rt bad taken by stealth, from the royal trea¬ 
sury, a stone of the highest value, whic^ had the 
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effect of rendering him (Henrg) invincible in battle> 
and had ^aittfeously sent it to Leoline, King of 
Wales, his enemy. 

Vol. II. Page 100. Silver warriors.” Statues 
holding torches were usual in palaces on the Conti¬ 
nent. Cellini' the celebrated Italian artist of the six¬ 
teenth century, tells us, in his Life, of twelve silver 
stages, several feet high/n'hich he wrought for Fran¬ 
cis the First, for the pili'pose of holding lights round 
his table, at grand entertainments. Such images 
represented various chs^ractera, sometimes satyrs, 
sometimes watriors, and sometimes fools, or court 
jesters. 

Vol.*II. pfge 104. “ As he had dtten, at Winches¬ 
ter.” This WU.S in the year 1249; and in the hall of 
the royal palace, when he commanded, with such im¬ 
petuosity, that the doors should be shut, for the pur¬ 
pose of ^detaining the accomplices of robbers, who 
refused to point them out, and when he loudly ex¬ 
pressed his indignat/jn against the whole neigh¬ 
bourhood, as abettors of them. 

Vol. II. page 105. “ The Lmd of Warwick.” 
John de Placitis, or de Pleiset^, who received the 
title from Henry the Third, as the husband of 
Margery, lister and s<de heiiess of a former Earl. 

Vol. II. page 109. “'Cedars." Many noble ce- 
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daw are now growing in the grounds of Warwick 
Castle, whose silver^ branches show heautifully 
among die dark flakes of their foliage; but we 
must not venture to ^ascy, that any of these ever 
^aded John de Pladtis. 

Vol. II. page 110. " Maria, the French Poetess.” 
Mr. Watton, in noticing Hawes’s Temple of Glasse, 
(first printed by Wynkirt de Wordc, in I 59 O,) 
which he considers as a “'f’opy of the House of 
Fame of Chaucer,” says, “ In the mean time, there 
is reason to believe, that .Chaucer himself copied 
these imageries from the Romance of‘IGuigemar, 
one of the Metrical .Tales, or Lais of Bretagne, 
translate!! from the Armorican ori^'nal, jnto j^rench, 
by Marie, a French poetess, about the thirteenth 
century.” 

Of this lady and of her works we have a better 
record in the ample and curious Dissertatiiyi on her 
life and writings, written by the AbW de la -Riie, 
and translated by F. Douce,* Esquire. From this 
it appears, that she was probably bom in Britany. 
“ The Duke of that province was the Earl of Rich, 
luond in England: many of his subjects were in pos¬ 
session of knight-fees in that honour; and Mary 
might have belonged to one of these famiGes.* She 
was, besides, extremely we9 versed in the literature 
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of this province; and we shall have occasion to 
remark, that she borrowed much from the works of 
the writers of that countrv', in the comnosition of 
her ow«.'‘ 

Notwithstanding her foreign origin, the subje<^ 
of the greater part of Mary’s poems were chosen 
by her from “ the Romances of Cliivalry,”..amongst 
the “the Old Welsh‘and Armoric Britons,”— 
a sdection, the polic" of which is ohvious, since it 
apjjears that she was patronized by Henry the 
Third and his court. Sproe of thi^se stories she had 
learned only IVcm having heard them recited. 

Plasicrs en ai oi comer 

Nas voil laisser iie (luliHer.'' 

" Her lays,” says the Dissertation, “ were ex¬ 
tremely well received by the people. Denis Pyra- 
mus, an Anglo-Norman jKiet, and the contemporary 
of Mary, informs us, that they were he.ard with 
pleasure in all the oastles of the English Barons, 
but that they were particularly relished by the wo¬ 
men of her time. He even praises them himself" 

" Vol. II. page 131. “ Robin Hood.” Although bal¬ 
lads upon the subject of this person are said by Dr. 
PercjTto lave been popular iii the reign of Edward 
the Third, such were kn#wn before that aura. One, 
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whfch he considers «% “ of mucb earlier date,” is in 
print; and it appear^, that there was a Robinhood 
in the reign of Richard the j^rst. 

Vol. II. page 137. “ Robert of Gloucester.” A 

monk of the Abbey there, in the time' of Henry the 
Third and Edward the First. 


KNO OF Tllfi .VO-tKf 




ST. ALBAN’S ABBEY 


POETICAL ROMANCE. 




ST. ALBAN’S ABBE^. 


SpiniT of ancient days! who o’er Uiesc’^rrcjls, 
Unseen and silent, hold'st thy solemn state. 

Thy presence kno^»n where the gloom deepest ?alls, 
And by th’ unearthly thoughts that oji tliee wait 
.'Descend, and touch my heart with thine own tire, 
And nerve my trembling fancy to aspirt- 
To the dread scenes that thou hast witnes.sed liere 
Teacli me, in language simple attd severe, 

(Such best may harmonize with ruder times') 

With place and circumstance of awful crimes. 

To paint tU’ awakening vision thini hast s])read 
Before mine eyes——tale of the miglit^ deadj^ 
And let not modern polish throw the light 
Of living ray within thy vaults of night, 



92 


But give thy elder words, whose sober glow. 

Like to th’ illumined glooui of thine own aisles. 
Touching the mind with more than light may show. 
Wakes highest rapture while it darkly smiles. 
Presumptuous wish ! Ah! not tt> me are given 
Those antieuts keys, that oj>e the Poet's heaven. 
Golden,and rustless ! Not to me abe gi^'en ! 

But, if not mine the prize, not mine the crime 
Lightly to scorn the n, nor the simple chime, 
'though tuneless oft, when to the scene more true 

t 

ThanTJe ~«»3 verse, bright with Castaliau dew. 

Like Grecian goddess, placed in Saxon choir. 

Is the false union of the cadenced rhime 
And measured sweetness of the temjjered lyre 
With subjects darkened by the shroud of Time. 

As Gothic saint sleeping in Grecian fane 
Is ancient story, shrined in {lolished strain; 

Truth views'th’ inqn’ngruous scene with stern fare¬ 
well. 

And startled Fancy weeps and breaks her .spell. 
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Know yc that j)ale and ancient choir, 

Wliose Nonnan tower lifts it’s pinnaclc-a"-^j're 
Wherg the Ion*; Abl>ey-«isle extends 
And battled roof o’er roof ascends ; 

Ca>rnered with buttresses, shapely and shiall, 
'Tliat sheltered the Saint in canopied stall ; 
And, lijrhtoned with hanpng turrets fair, 

'riiat so jiroudly their dental coronals wear. 
They blend with a holy, a warlike air ; 

While they jriiarJ the Martyr's tomb beneath. 
And patient warriors, laid in death ? 

It. 

Know ye that transept’s far-stretched line. 
Where stately turrets, more ^enderly fine, 
Each with a liattiement round it’s brow. 

Win the uplifted eye below r 
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How lovely peers the soft blie sky 
Through their small double arch on high ! 
Deepening the darkness of it's shade. 

And seeming holier peace to spread." 

More grandly those turrets, mossed and hoar. 
Upon tire crimson evening soar. 

Yet lovelier fur tlu«ir forms ajipear 
When they lift theirlieads in the moonlight air 
softening beams of languid white 
Tip their'sHfidowy crowns with light. 

But most holy their look, u'hen a fleecy cloud 
O'er themnhrow.s it'.s trembling shroud, 

'Fhen jialely thinly dies away, 

And leaves them to the full bright ray. 

Thus Sorrow fleets from Besignation’s smile : 
The virtue lives—the .suffering die* the while. 

III. 

And. as these moonlight-towers we trace, 

A li^ng look, a .saintly grace 

Beams o’er them, \vhen we seefti to hear 

The,«iiJLnight-hynm breathe .soft and clear. 

As from this choir of (pd it rose. 

Each hallowed thought they seem to own, 
Expressed by music’s heavenly tone ; 
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And' ])utknt, snd, nndipale and stil^ 

As if resign’d to wait Time’s will. 

Such choral swell and dying close 
Stole on the Abbot’s hour of rest, 

Like .solemn air from spirit blest. 

And shajM'd his vision of re]>ose. 

The ]>ions instinct of his soul. 

.\ot even slumber might cnntr^d : 

Soul) as he caught the distant lay, 

His gathering thoughts half woke to p'-‘ 
Celestial smile came o’nr his brow, 
Though sealed in sleep the lid below ; 
And, when in silence died the strain. 
The lingering prayer 
Ilis li|is forbear. 

And deep his slumbers fall again. 

It. 

Bold is tfiis Abbey’s front, and plain ; 
'file walls no shrined .saint sustain, 

.Nor tower, nor airy pinnet crown ; 

But broailly sweeps the Norman arch 
Where once in brightened sh'jdow shone 
King Otfa, on his pilgrim-march 
And proudly points the mouldered stone 
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Of the high-vauked porch beneath. 

Where Norman beauty hangs a wreath 
Of simple elegance and grace ; 

Whore slender columns guard the space 
On every side, in clustered row, 

The triple arch through arch disclose. 

And lightly-o’er the vaulting throw_ 

The thwart-rib aiu^ the fretted rose. 

Bgsidc this porch, on either hand, 

Giauf bnttes.sses darkly stand, 

And still their silent vanguard hold 
For b'leedijfg Knights, hiid here of idd ; 

And* Mercian Otfa and his Queen 
The j^ortal’s guard and grace are seen. 

This western front shows various style. 

Less ancient than the central pile. 

No furrows Aeep uppii its brow 

The frown of seven stem centuries show : 

Vet tlie sad grandeur «f the whole 
Gives it such a look of soul,, 

That, when upon it’s silent walls 
The silvered grey of miHuilight falls, 

r 

The busts of and bis Qui*en an* at the spring* of 
the arch of tbe great porch. ’ 
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And tho fixed imaf;e d%ii appears. 

It seems some shade of parted years 
Left Avatcliiiifj o’er tlie uioulderin;' dead, 

Who here for })ious Henry bled. 

And here, beneath the wide-stretched ground 
Of nave, of choir, of diapels round. 

For ever—ever, rest the faeaS. 

V. 

Now know ye this pale and ancient Choir, 

Where the massy tower lifts a slender snire ' 

Here forty abbots have ruledjind one, 

Tnenty with pall and mitre on. 

And l)owed them to the Pope alone. 

•Their hundred monks, in black arrayed. 

The Benedictine rules obeyed ; 

O’er distant lands they held their sway ; 

Freei^froui Peter’s-penee were*ihe\ ; 

gift of palle from Pope they claimed, 

And Cardinal-Abbots were they named : 

And even old C’anterlpiry’s lord 
Was long refused the premier board : 

F<ir this was the first British.Martyr’s bier. 

And the I’ope said " Ilijisprjest sliall have no i)eer •' 
Now know ye St. Alban’s bones rest here. 

YOU 111. r 
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VI. » 

Kings and heroes here were guests 
In stately hulls, at solemn feasts. 

But now, nor dais, nor hulls remain ; 

Nor fretted window's gorgeous pane 

Twilight illuminated throws 

Where once the high-served hanquet rose. 

VII. 

No fragment of a roof remains 
To echo ksck their u ussiUl strains ; 

But the long aisles, whose holy gloom 
Still iiKiunis and vt>ils tlie martyr's tomb. 
The broad grey tower, the turrets wide. 
Scattered o'er tower and transejit, guide 
Th? distan traveller to their throne. 
Where tin \ hiirh-seated \i iiteh alone. 

And seem, with ii^jiect sad, to tell. 

That they of all their Abbey's jiower 
Keinain to jxiiut. where heroi's fell, 

And monarch met his evil hour. 

And guileles.s, meek, nnd p'ou.s, liowed 
To doubtful right’s victorious crowd. 
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VIII. 

Now, if thi.s cloister, fallen and gone, 

Ye fain would view, as once it shone, 

Pace ye, M-ith reverend step, I pray. 

The gras.s-{jrown and forgotten way, 

M^hile murmurs low the fitful wind. 

Winning to peace the meeken'd mind ; 

And Evening, in her solemji stole. 

With stillness o’er those woods afar, 

Leads in blue shade her brightening stv. 

As si>re.ads the shoe ,gl<H)m from the pole, 

.\nd these old towers their ivatch more awjul keep, 
(Where once the Curfew spoke with solemn rule) 
And the faint hills and all the valley sleep 
In niistv grey beneath tlie “ dewy cool.” 

Yet, if a \\(irldly heart ye wear, 

’riiese visioiied-shades forbeBr.L-forbeaf ! 

To thee no dim-seen halls may gleam. 

For thee no hallowed tapers beam 
On the pale visage through the gloom 
lieuding in prayer by shrine, or tomb. 

Turn thou thy wearied step aw»i\ ; 

Go thou where dance and song are gav. 
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'Or where the suu is flamiiij; hifrh, 

And leave these scenes to Evening's sigh. 

IX. 

But ve, with measured ste]i and slow. 
Whose smile is shaded soft with woe ; 
And ye. who holy joy,cun know. 

The glow heyund ;d] other glow.— 

Ye. whose high sjtirit dares to dwell 
Beyond the roach oi' oarthh ']h‘11. 

And tread ti|ion the dizzy verge 
Of, unknown worhK ; or downward urge 
Througli ages diiii. vour steadfast sight. 
.\ud trace their shajies of shadowed light, 
O come •' with meek suhinilted thought,” 
With lifted eye. hy llapturc taught. 

And o'er \onr he.id the glnom shall rise 
Of ninnkish chainT)ers, still and wide. 

As once they st(Hid ; and to vour etes 
Groiii) after grou]) shall slowlv glide. 

And here again their duties’j)lv, 

AsT^iey were woift, long agi‘s hv. 

The twilight brood.s not vet so deej). 

But we may trace where now tliev sleep 
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Beneath the sullen tur^ ahmf. 

And where each solemn chiimhcr’s roof 
Drew it’s stronjt vaultiiifj o’er their frames. 
But urged on human i)raise no claims. 

Nor always bore their living names. 

z. 

On yonder brow, that fronts the lV\>st, 
Where glimmering beams in stijlness rest. 
Once rose the Abbot’s Hall of Bight, 

That wont to vion- \'er’s stream l)elow 
And shallow valley ^^■estt^•ar^l go 

To farthest hills, liiat owned his might 
And from those farthest hills ivere seen, 
'Shrough oaken boughs of stretching green. 
The fretted window of that hall, 

Tlie pinnacle, that crowned it’s wall. 

And seemed to wiiteh it’s ]>orlar^rev. 

With crimson light tinged bv the setting rav 

M. 

Thus rose the .Ahhot'svaulted Hall, 

Where he, in virtue i>f the ]iall<jj 
Spoke doom to all his vassal throng ; 

For life and death were lai liis tongue. 
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And scarce less ready to fulfill 
His worldly, than liis better will, 

Were peasant, viu'asour, and knight, 

From London’s wall to Hceehwood's height. 
His weighty robe of velvet fold 
Was 'broidered round, and elu.-iped with gold. 
A Prior helped his office to sustain, 

A hundred iiionks did dignify his reign. 

Pale were they and closely shorn. 

Heedless thev were of human scorn 
And arts that wait on hunian pride 
In patience each with other vied. 

'Mong such had JIatthiov Paris stood. 

Pious, learned, wise and good, 

Though shrouded in a bigot’s IuhkI. 

xit. 

Here, where the ilee])er shadows fall. 

Once echoed o’er the paved hall 
The weary stej> and staff of him, 

Who, at this lonely hour aiid dim. 

The le.st chill hour of eventide, 

Had heard from yonder ld<“ak hill side. 
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Where once stood Ron*m Veriilam, 

Paint o'er the wintry waters come 
The l)ell of Compline, chiming slow 
From forth this Abbey’s unseen tower. 
And spied, amid the shades below, 

The heafth-blaze in the stranger’s bower : 
For here the Pilgrim's Lodge arose. 

Whose porch and hall and parlour warm 
And well-closed chamljers of repo.se 
Received him from the rushing storm. 

XIII. 

And, when he reached the cheering blaze 
How sweet to think upon those wavs, 

•As the shrill wind and sleety rain 
Against the casements strove in vain. 

But crowding thoughts .sihui chased repoM'. 
Anjl nigh to .sacred rapture ro3g, 

As now he knew himself so near 
The object of his long career. 

And, safely placed, tyhere all around 
Was ancient, consecrated ground ; 

The precinct sought o’er sea and shore.—• 
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The grave of him, whose sufferings o’er 
Had now their glorious triumph found ! 

XIV. 

There the Scriptorium sjireiid it'.s gloom. 
To dead and living, like one tomh; 

The living there like dead might show, 

So mutely sat they, ranged in row ; 

Scarce seen to move, from hour to hour, 
Copying the written fidio rare. 

Or tracing liird, or curious dower. 

Round Idessid iVIiury in her hower. 

In splendid g<dd and colours fair, 

On missal leaf, with painful care. 

Or portraiture of Donor good. 

That, closely kc]it and seldom viewed, 

,Still fresh and ghprious should'he 
For century following century. 

XV. 

Others there were, who volumes hound 
In silk, or velvet, 'hroiderid round 
And ’bossed with gold and gems of jirice. 
Enclasped with emerald ]ialm-leaf thrice. 
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On the high window near would shine. 
Transparent, the menSorial line 
Of him. who once had wrought below, 

With patient hand and earnest brow ; 

Him, wlioae small pencil thus enshrined 
In hook of Golden Record true. 

The imafje and the noble mind. 

And thanks to benefactor dtif- 
There shadowed Kings and Ahl«>t.s pass, 

In crowned ]>om]). or sweeinng palie, 

Like spectres o'er some wizard’s glass. 

T[iere. as the lifted pages fall. 

They rise to view and disap])ear. 

As year steals silent after year. 

Till canu' the blank leaf, turned o’er all ! 
Keen o’er him. while here he wrought 
On the dull page the living thought. 

In after-time were here ini|>rt^ised 
Those wondrotis characters combined, 

That stamp upon the jiaper vest 
At once, tin- iniajie of the mind. 

The second Abbey this in all the land. 

That stretched to learning preserving hand. 

I- 5 
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XVI. 

Here cloister-walks, in spacious square. 
Showed sacred story, painted fair. 

And portraiture of famous men. 

Who seemed to live and speak again, 

In golden maxims from the walls. 

Nobly these cloisters ri nged along 
By chapels, chambers, courts and halls, 
Dividing from the cowled throng. 

As with a dim and pilhu ed aisle. 

The Royal lodging’s stately pile. 

There the Queen's parlour, and her bower. 
Hung o'er the sunnv southern glade ; 

And here the jilace of monarch-jiower 

Gleamed through the Abbey’s farther .shade. 
The foliaged arch, the \eell-carwd door 
Of chamber, hung froip vault to floor 
With storied scene, or cloth of gold. 

Or ’broidered velvet’s purjde fold. 

Rose beauteous to the taste of vore. 

And slender shafts, entwined with flowers. 
Lifted their high o’er-arching Imwers, 

Traced forth with mimic'skill to true. 

Kings seemed their Windsor’s groves to view. 
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XVII. 

TIio high-carved chimney’s canopy 
Spread hro.ad o’er half a hlaaing tree, 

With pinnacle and mitre wrought 
And shieldeil arms of Mercia’s court, 

Three roval crowns ; and blazonry 
Of many an abbot lying,near 
In choir, or cloister, on his bier. 

High in the midst a marble ^orm 
Stood in it’s tabernacle ^^(ade, 

Pale as tlie gleam of April storm ; 

(Vt was the jiassing monk afraid ; 

So sternly watched the downcast eve 
Yet hardly might such monk know why. 

On the brow a kingly crown it wore. 

In it’s hand a Mi'rcian sce]>tre bore ; 

'Twas Otfa stooil tliere on his fretted throne. 
Whom these liidy walls for tlftdr foniulcr own. 
Who Charlemagtie for foe and friend had known. 
And in that chamlier. not in vain. 

With mullions liglil and roial pane, 

Ro.sC th’ oriel window’s triple arch. 

That pictured forth the soh^on la.irch 
Of Otfa, with his ]>ilgrim tr.iin. 
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XTIH. 

Within these walls there was one scene, 
Where worldly matters were discussed ; 

It was the Prior's cloister-jjreen ; 

There ruled he, by the Abbot’s trust. 

For not amid the noise of men. 

Disturbed by their familiny ken, 

Dwelt the Lord Abliot; bis recess 
Was little easy of access ; 

No; by the southern taansept rose 

(The shelves with .store of learning fraught 
His Lodge and Cloister of repose. 

His laiwcr, where all a])art he sought. 

From convent-state and homage free. 

Leisure and leanied dignity. 

XIX. 

Lost now that Study’s farther shade, 

« 

Whose peace no stray step miglit invade. 

Nor any sound of breathing life, 

Save when the Choir, in faint, sweet strife 

Of voice and citole offering 

Praise, such as Angel-bands mi(thl sint. 
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In lessening chorus, on their way, 

Ascending to Eternal Day, 

Were heard with joyful murmuring, 

Tlicir jmre, harmonious strains to bring. 

It’s deep, perspective shade is gone. 

That led, where tlie rich oriel shone. 

Where giilden gliKmi the seined glass shed* 

O’er the lone .Vhhot’s bendeil, head. 

As, sitting in his ebon ehiiir,i 
Lulled hy sweet harmonies ufar, 
lie mused on death and life to come. 

The dawn of jieaee heyond the tomb, • 

C)r called hack \eai-, that o’er his head h.Td rolled. 
And know himself for one, whose tale is told ! 
■So still his form, so fixed his hsik, 

*.\.s dwelt his pale eye.s o’er his hook. 

So true, so clearly might you trace 
'fhe lines of thought upon hisTace, 
lie seemed some shade, that loves to dwell 
Where latgft's mortal suh.stance fell— 

To linger irf'iSe living scene, 

Where erst it’s cares, it’s joys had been ; 

The while each shuddering sigh of air. 

That breathed uiwm the ivy near. 
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Passed o'er the Vision's patent head. 

Like whisper of the s|iirit fled. 

XX. 

Far distant rose those walls upon the light, 

The stately wsdls, with tapestry richly dight. 

Of th’ Abbot’s Banquet-hall, where, as on throne, 
He sat at the high dais,* like prince, alone. 

Save when a R^iyal giiest canie here. 

Or Papal Legate claimed n chair. 

Here marble platforms,*flight o’er flight. 

Slow rising through the long-lined view. 
Showed tables, sj)read at ditferent height. 

Where each for different rank he knew. 

And, with pleased glance, adown the h,ill. 

Saw Bishops in their for-Maight jialle. 

The Abbey’s n(4>]e fseneschal, 

Baron." and EarLs, in.gold arrav. 

And warrior Knights, in barneys grev. 

'rben' was the Prior’s delegated swav. 

'The grave Archdeacon sat below. 

And th’ hundred .Monks, in row and row; 

Not robed in dismal sable thev 
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Upon a high and festal^day. 

But all in copes most costly and most gay. 
There, too, the Abljey-Marshal shone, 

And there, beside the Ahlxit’s throne. 
Chaplain of Honour from the Pope, alone. 

XXI. 

Thus the Lord-Abliot, were he proud, 

Might muse ii[ion tlie chequered crowd ; 

Nor iilways did hi.s mind disdain 
The worldly honours, though %o vain. 

His board with massive plate was laid, 

And rare inventions it displayed ; 

Each sewer-monk his homage paid 
With bended knee :ind bowed head, 

And Latin verse, half sung, half said 
tin every jdatforui, as he rose 
Through the long hajl to it's high close. 
Where frairkincense from gidden urns 
In light wreath round the Abbot burns. 

The chaiinted lAitiu grace was sung 
With pomp of instruments, that rung 
The arched rooft and .screens among. 

And. when a Royal guest was fhere, 

The Abbot, rising from his clwir,. 
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31 essed, with spread hands, the ordered feast. 
While reverend stood each princely guest. 

And far adown the hall might see 
Knights, Bishops, Earls, on bended knee. 

XXII. 

And when came up, at old Yule-tide, 

The loar’s head, trimmed with garlands gay. 
With shining holly's scarlet pride. 

And the sweot-sceKted rosemary 
O! then what merry carols rung, 

What choral lays the minstrels sung! 
ilhirehing before it through the hall. 

Led by the stately Senesc^ial. 

This was the joyous minstrers c.all. 

In Leonine ivith English strung ; 

<i“ Cuiiiil Anri dcU-ro. 

* * • « 

i 

“ The Ixpar’s* head in hand brinjt I 
“ With garlands gay and rosemary ; 

“ I j)ray you, all sing merrily, 

V Qki cstix in ewit iviu.' 

KXili. 

Then, every voice in .chorus joined 
Of those who sat in festal row. 
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Yoir sight hare h^T(hit on the wind— 
Heard it o’er hilln of desert snow. 
Thence might be seen, in vale below, 
'fhrough windows of that Banquet-hall, 

The mighty Yule-Cloogh blazing clear. 
And the Y^le-Tapers, huge and tall. 
Lighting ¥oofs with tnnely cheer. 

But, ere a few^'&rief hours were sped. 

The blaze wits gone—the guests were fled. 
And*heavy was the Winter's* sigh, 

As those lone walls it jiassCd by. 

XXIV. 

Now, ere the Abbot’s feast began, 

•Or yet appeared the crane and swaUj, 

The solemn Carver, with his kwii 
Knife, and well armed with napl^ps clean.' 
Scarf-wise q^hwart his shoulder nlaccd. 

And on each arm and round his waist. 

Came, led by Jlarshal, to the dais. 

Tliere every trenchej he assays. 

O’er the Gkeat Sai.t makes flourishes. 
Touches each spiain and napkin fair. 
Assaying whether ill lurk tuere. 
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Ere he present it to his lord, 

Or offer it at the Rkwaxoh. 

The Sewer, half-kneeling on his way. 

Of ever^ dish receives ass^jse 

At the high board, as guard from guile. 

The Marshal waiting by the while. 

And ancient carols risine slow 

From the young Choir and below. 

And thus, as every course came on. 

These pomps an awful reverence won. 

3&V. 

Soon as tlje last high <^rse was o'er. 

The Chaplain from the cupboard bore. 
With viands from the tables stored. 

The Alms-Disu to the Abbot’s board, 
And am*ple loaf, an^ gavl it thence, 
M'ith due form and ginid countenance. 
That th’ Almoner might it dispense. 
Next came the Cup-bearers, with wine. 
Malmsey and golden metheglin. 

With spice-cake and with wafers line. 
This o’er, when sumaps all were drawn, 
And solemn grace again was sung^ 



THE ABBET. 


115 


Came golden ewer anc? bason, borne 
In state to the high board along.' 

XXVI. 

But, at high tide, ere aU' icag past. 
Marched the huge Wassiiil-bowl the last 
Obedient to the Abbot’s call. 

Borne by tlie Steward of the hall} 

The Marshal with ht|^wand before 
And streamed gay and rosemary, 

And ehoral carols sounding o er. 

’Twas set beside the father’s dais. 

Where oft the Deacon, in hi^lace. 

Who bearer of the grace-cup was, 

^i'illed high the cordial Hippocras 
From out that bowl of spicery, 

And sm^ed the Abbot on his k€ee; 

Thffi, sent around to every bo^d 
'This farewell-wassail from his lord. 

The Abbot, tasting of the wine, 

Rose fronf his chair, jn wanted sign 
The feast was o’er; yet stood awhile 
U'cheerful converse with high guest. 
Who from the. tables round him prissed 
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Then, v^th a kind and graciurs smile. 

The wassail and the board he blessed. 
Ere yet he left the, gorgeous scene. 

And sought the tranquil s^de withinT 

XXVII. 

Here, with prqgd grace, did Wolsey stand, 
Signing forth blessings \Vith his hand, 

And oft the grace-cup liad allowed 
To move among the willing crowd. 
Grandeur sat on his ste&dfast brow, 

’Mid high Inugin.ition's glow ; 

He seemed to feel himself the lord 
Of all who sat beside his board. 

And, whdthcr Peer, or Prince, or King, 

'Twas meet to him they homage bring ; 
And hoiflage willed they, since his pride 

Had genius, judgement, taste, for guide. 

< 

Which held it in such fine control. 

Pride seemed sublimity of soul. 

XXVIIl. 

Short while the Abbot did repose. 

When he had left the Banquet-hall; 

For soon, whcK* his arched chamber rose, 
WoulJ other pageant-scevies disclose 
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On days of convent festival. 

Here, on the Martyr’s annual feast 
When Obits at his slirine had ceased ; 

When Give-^lb and tl4 Dolb were o’er; 
When Robin Hood had left his bower, 

And iif the Convent’s spacious court 
The morrice-dancers ceasetj their sport. 
And on the rout was Closed the Abbey-door; 
Then torch and taper, blaziyg clear 
Within the Abbot’s,^vening room, 
B^ished the heavy, wintry gloom ; 

And Mysteries ware acted here. 

Then, Chronicle of Kings, pourtrayed 
From England’s story, long gone by. 

In mimic garb and scene arrayed 
Awoke the brethren’s solemn sigh ; 

Such as we breathe o'er thesef our theme. 
Whelmed in the ever-passing stream. 

XXIX. 

Here, too, the IMinsIrels’ cliaunte4 song 
Told of their siiinted Alban’s fate ; 

BlA, oft the measure woun^^ong 
With tales of Chivalry's hi^h state, 
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Of knights, of ladies and ortove. 
Ambition's eagle, Beauty’s dove. 

And many a lay of Holy Land, 

Of Richard’s and%f Eds>*rd's bandl’ 
The harpers, in the noble train 
Of Abl>ey guest, oft joined the strain; 
And, as they woke with fire the lay. 

Or bade it’s moving grief decay, 

Each silent monk, look attent. 

His head, unhwtdod, thoughtful, bent. 
Then miglit you watch, in the stem eye, 
Tlie bus ,, fretful i)assions die. 

Such as in gloom and loneness dwell. 
Gnawing the bosom's vital cell. 

And spreading jioison through the soul. 
That yields to their malign control. 

XXX. 

"fwas sweet the softened mind to trace 
Beaming upon time-hard"ned face, 

Won by still hannony to rest; 

And all unconscious of.the tear, 

That, stranger to suffh brow severe, 

Upon the closing eyelid pressed. 
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Buf sweeter 'twas to mark the smile 
Of the blind Minstrel o'er the strings; 
Darkness, nor want, he knows the while. 
As wide the storied v^e he iings; 

For Music can all wants beguile. 

With bright perception chase his nig^t. 
And can awake that glow of heart. 
Affection’s dearest smiles impart; 

For Music is—the blind maa's light! 

The beam, that does to mental ray 
Image and sentiment display. 

The world of passion, living thought. 

All that the mind througli sight ere sought. 
Then sigh not, that he dwells in night. 

For he hath Music for his light ! 

XXXI. 

This vaulted chamber once w!^ lined 
With arras rich, where stood combined 
The story of Cologne’s Three Kings, 

With other far-fam^d ancient things. 

Yet oft, on solemn fe.stival, 

A deeper tale .s]M»ke from the wall, 

Such as might aid the mimic sliow 
Enacted on the scene ladow ; 
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Where the raised platform, dear the Bay, 
Served ^vell for sNRe. That oriel gay 
Rose with light leaves and columns tall, 
Mid roiol glass and fretwork small; 
Whilotripod lamps from the coved roof 
Showe(^wcU each painted mask aloof, 
Lanfranc and Saxon Edward there, 
Watching the scene they once could share. 

XXXII. 

That oriel shed bright influence 
And charm, by its mogniflcence. 

On all there told by eye, or tongue. 
Morality, or Mystery, 

Or Founder's boon, or History. 

In front, the velvet curtain, flung 
In folds aside, not then for shade. 

Or shelter, as wlv?B'!winds invade. 

Made graceful ornament between 
The roof and the fictitiuus scene. 

How different from this festal grace. 

How fit it’s blandishments to chase, 

Were the long vistas, ranging here 
3f the Great Cloister’s pillared square. 
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XXXIII. 

And when could festal joy e’er vfft 
With the calm rapture of tlie sigh 
Breathed in that Cloister’^ solemn shade, 
When the lone monk would muse and read 
And meditate on ancient lor^ 

Or view the \jarrior on his tomb, 

With raised hands seeming to implore 
Of Heaven a mitigated do^m ? 

So shaded would such fixture lie, 

Tall^arches jiointingVcr the head. 

That, though a window, ])laced on high. 

It’s gleam through distant colours shed,- 
l?o dim would lie in shades below. 

That, u’hether living shape, or dead, 

’I’lie monk, who gazed, might hardly know. 

And often, at the midnight-^«ltch, 

{The slirine-wutch in the aisli- lieside) 

His ear ^tent low s<iund would catch, 
That stole along the tsnib and died. 

As though he had some holy word 
In whisper from the marble hcj^rd 
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Followed a stillneas all profound ; 

Was it some spirit £|(Hn the ground 
That breathed a spell of death around f 
If the monk watched some little space. 
Life would seem trembling o'er the fiMf 1 
The pallid stone would change it’s hue, 
And tremble to hyi doubting view! 

XXXIV, 

Gone is that Cloister’s shadowy walk, 
Where the more aged would pace and talk. 
Or, resting in the well-carved nook. 
Leisuroiy read the rare i.ent book. 
Turning each page with reverend care. 

Th’ illuminator’s work to spare ; 

Or tell some legend of a saint. 

Or allegory, little worth. 

Of monkish virtu^ pictured forth 
In leonine, of Latin quaint. 

Whate’er it were, ’twas fine repose. 

In cloister-shade, at evcning.close. 

To lean along that oaken scat, 

And, all enwrapt iu quiet gloom. 
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Hear the still Vesper, rising sweet 
From sainted Oswyn’s shrinii and tomb, 

Or Obit from the chantry near 
Of the good Abbot Delamere, 

SweU faint and die upon the ear. 

And solemn 't'lvxis and sweet, the while. 

To mark upotfeome distant aisle. 

Seen tftough deep arch of traysept-door. 

The beaming torch-light break the shade. 
Strike the tall arches over head. 

Or, slanting low that long aisle o’er, 

.Show, some dim sepulchre before. 

The lonely, duteous mourner there, 

Kneeling and veiled in watch of prayer. 

XXXV. 

There, ranged around in silent guard. 
Seventeen kings yet watch and vatd 
The good Duke Humphrey’s mouldering form. 
Here rescued from the earthly storm. 

Raised by a rival—now a worm ! 

And, when the midnight chaunts were still. 
Strange sounds the vault’below would fill, 
o 2 
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A ghastlf shade, with mitred head, 

Has stalked, that lonely tomb around. 
And knelt upon the honoured ground. 
With hands upon its white palle sjiread. 
In seeming prayer and penance lost 
’T\et8 guessed this was a murderer’s ghost 
Condemned to wander round the graijjj 
Of him, whom kindness could not save. 
Therii’were, who in tliat shade could see 
(Or 'twas the unxinheam’s mockery) 
Beaufort of cruel memory ! 

Such lojik a.s (lying he had .shown, 

When hope of Heaven he did not own, 
And Horror stared bt'side hi,s bed ; 

Such grisly look this visage had. 

'x.wi. 

And, at such hour,^V'a8 sometimes .seen. 
Veiled in fliin shadowy weeds of woe, 
The image of a stately Queen, 

Near the cold marble pacing slow. 

The crown upon her hair gleamed faint. 

And more of heroine than '.siiiit 

{ 

Was drawn upon he^ lofty brow. 
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The proud, heroic grafles there, 

The grandeur of lier step and air. 

No softer charms of pity share. 

Alas ! that such commanding mind 
Were not with truth and mercy joined ! 

Now, werg her look, her eye.of fire, 

That once ci^d warlike bands inspirej 
Dimmed with the tear of t'ain remorse: 

Far lesdUiad iR-en a kingdom's loss, 

Than loss of holy innocence , 

So said her fixed and anguished countenance, 
xxxvn. 

But Margaret’s moan, nor lieaufort’s word. 
Was heard at \'esper’s hallowed hour 
To musing monk, in cloi.ster-bower ; 

Pious Kounils alone he heard. 

And listened oft, with .saintly Vmile, 

When .Autumn’s gale swept o’er the aisle. 
And bore tiie swelling hymn away 
Up to the realms of lieavcnly <lay ! 
Butj^wheu the fitful gust was gone. 

Rose that strain with a* sweeter tone ; 

The hymn of Peaee it see|jped to be— 

Her hushed and meekest minstrelsy— 
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Her welcome to the Just, whan free 
From this short world of misery. 

The monk, who listened, many a still tear shed. 
By trembling Hope and blessed Pity fed; 

The listener’s self how soon among the dead !' 
ri^xviii. 

But who the thonging'scenes may tell 
This Abbey’s ancient walls have known ! 
When liondon tolled the Plague’s death-bell, 
Justice here held her courts alone ; 

Here, in this nave, was ])laccd her throne. 

An earlier age showed scenes more dread, 

For shrines and tombs around were spread 
With bleeding knights and nobles dead. 

Next age, the latter Henry’s bands 
Each'consecrated altar spoiled. 

Seized on the Abbey' ample lands, 

And recklessly for plunder toiled. 

Then, nearer to the living day, 

Here other spoilers bore the stray. 

Who, feigning Reason for their guide. 

Indulged an impious, bigot pride. 
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All arrogant in their chicane, 

They dared these reverend walla pro&ne. 
Then Cromwell’s bands on grave-stonesjay, 
And storied brasses tore away; 

The sculptured marble tombs defaced 
Of those, who, nameless, sleep below ; 
That the tall arch, with web/svork tra«ed 
That shadowed form of Prophet ■graced. 
Was shattered by their impious blow. 

XXXlXf 

Of all tliis Abbey’s ample bound 
One outer arch alone is found. 

To mark the Convent’s stately port. 

The entrance of the western court. 

Beneath whose arch have passed the trains 
Of Kings succeeding Kings, v^en strains 
From trump and clarion, as from "fort. 

Have shook the massy walls around. 

And startled with the warrior-sound 
Tlie penanced monk, in distant cell, 

(He had his long bends twice to tell. 

Nor knew what form hf muttered then,)— 
V/hile fortli, to meet their Sovereign, 
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The Abbot and his convent jjaced, 

With time-wow banners, ranged in haste. 

XL. 

Then from the convent-hall ]ieitliiu 
Faint might be heard the joyous din 
Of minsticl-harp and choral voice, 

That for the toyal-guest rejoice ; 

And then tlie painted aindow bright. 
Lighting, on high, tlie imirhy night, 

And showing jxirtraiture' of Saint, 

Kind signal to the Pilgrim faiiit; 

But to the robber, in his cell 
Of giant-oak, it t(dd too well. 

That richlv-dighl and jewelled guest 
Would late return to distant ri’st. 

The danlcened vale anil .snbiect-town 
Viewed sntch bright visirm with a frown 
And murmured, that'the tyrant knell 
Of iron furfew .should compel 
Their homes to sink in sudden night. 

When fen the turret, whence it spoke 
Insulting those who owned tlje yoke. 

Lifted it’s brow, all ruddy bright, 

Flushed from the Abbeys Hall's strong light. 
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XLI. 

But, though these ligfited halls are ||onc, 
And darkly stands that tower and lone, 

The sacred temple still endures ; 

A truer wonliip it secures. 

And, though the gorgeous shrines are o’er, 
And their pale watch-monk? now no more 
Though torch, nor voice, froifl chantry-tomb; 
Break, solemn, through the distant gloom ; 
Though pilgrim-trains no more ascend 
Where far-seen arches dimly bend. 

And fix in awe th’ admiring eye 
Upon the Martyr’s crown, on high, 

.Vnd watch upon his funeral-bed ; 

'Sor hundretl Monks, by Abbot led. 

Through aisle and choir, by tonb and shriue_j 
Display the long-devolviiiffSine, 

To notes of .solemn minstrelsy^ 

And hymns, that o’er the vaulting die 
Yet, we here feel the inward peace. 

That in long-rereixmced jilaces dwells ; 
Our earthly cares here learn to cease; 

The Future all the Past expels. 

a 5 
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And still, so solemn falls the shade. 

Where once the weeping Palmer prayed; 

We feel, as o’er the graves we tread, 

His thrill of reverential dread. 

XLII. 

Thou silent Choir, whose only sound 

Is whispering step o’er graves around. 

Or echo faint from xauit, on high. 

Of the poor redbreast's minstrelsy, 

# 

Who, perched o^ some <^rved mask of stone. 
By lofty gallery dim and lone, 

Sends sweet, short note, but sparely heard. 
That sounds e’en like the farewell word 
Of some dear friend, whose tmile in vain 
We seei; through tears to view again ! 

Thou holy shade—unearthly gloom ! 

That hoverest o’er the a<krtyr’s tomb; 

Ye awful vaults, whose aspect wears 
The ghastliness of parted years! 

The very look, the steadfast frown, 

That ye on ages past sent down. 

Strange, solemn, wonderful and dread. 
Pageant of living and of dead 
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Thou silent Chw! thou holy shade! 

Ye walls, that guard the Martyr's head. 

Meet agents are ye to inspiA 
The lone enthusiast’s thought of hre,- 
High ministers of Alban’s fame. 

Ye are his tomb, and breathe his name. 

XLIII. 

And when, enthroned on belt} of wdr. 

This Abbey’s walls are seen afar, 

When it’s old dark-drawn aijles exf^d 
Upon the light; and, bold and broad. 

The central tower is seen t’ ascend,. 

And sternly look their sovereign lord. 

We feel again such trar%>orts rise. 

As fixed that way-worn Palmer’s eyes. 

When, gaining first the toilsome brow, 

Rose to his sight the ShriitVbelow, 

When, as ho caught it's aspect^)ale. 

He shouted “ Alban ! Martyr ! bail!" 

And knelt and wept, and kissed the long-sought 
ground. 

END OP TgE FIBST CANTO. 



CANTO II. 


THE NIGHT BEKORE THE FIR.'^T BATTUS. 


I. 

Amidst tlieso old alKMle.s of jieacf 
Did War his crimson haimcr roar. 

And bid the lieavcnly antliem cease. 

Wliile his stern 4nnnpets rent the air: 
Here, in esich cloister, hall and \ealk, 
Where sandalled feet unhefcrd went bv. 
And voi^s low, in reverend talk. 

Feared to disturb it s sanctity, 

t , *■ 

Did here the Warrior’s iron tread 
Shake the cold sluinbiw of the dead. 

Call murmurs from the vaults below 
And the long whispered sigh of woe; 
Stalk o’er the helpless and the 
And print the hermit’s vest with blood 
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Yes; blood the hallowed pavement stained ; 
And blood the shrine of peace prophaned ! 
The ring of mail—the clash dff steel 
Through choir and cloister sent their peal 
To chambers dim, where Silence slepft. 

And pious men their sabbath kept. 

Who, lonpsecure from sense of ill. 

And well subdued in mind and \Yill, 
Pondered Futurity’s high theme 
And this world's strange ami tleetimi dream. 
II. 

(T dav of miilt and bleeding woe! 

Year after year slmll mourn in vain 
The countless ills, that from ye flow. 

And hardly hope |or peace again— 

The day, when York anil Lancsvster 
First liaised the tide of eiv8 war ; 

When hostile brothers of the land 
Met face to face, and hand to hand. 

And sunk each other’s lance beneath. 

And breathed eacl^iMier's dying breath ! 
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m. 

The eve before that battle dsVi 
The camp of either ariitjr la;^ 

Beyond where now tl^ straining sight 
Can reach fron^^lBn's %lmu3t height. 

'Twas leaning on this very tower. 

That lUban’s Monks watched hour by hour. 
They, who lie dork in death below 
Yon fallen walls, in silent row 
Gazed, as you gaze, from this high brow. 

The cowl and helmet, side by side, 

Watclmd from this height tlie bannered pride, 
And marked the gathering storm of w’ar 
Hang dork o’er all those hiSh afar ; 

^And, in dread stillness a£'the soul. 

Heard the low, threatening thunder roll. 

That soon would, in it’s cloudy course, 

Burst rounS their wa)ts with lightning-force. 
IV. 

Camped o’er those green and northern lands. 
There lay Duke Richard’s way.^yot>i bands ; 
The pale rose on their ensigns stood. 
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Southward, where now the clear sun shine#. 
Watched Royal Henry's warnor-lines. 
Surmounted with rose'of blood. 

His vanguard lay beneath these halls. 

And round St. Stephen’s ilfighbauriag walls. 
To Casino's vale ins centre spread. 

Where tho King pressed a thorny bed. 

His legions stretclied toward Stanmore’s brow 
And Harrow's lofty sanctuary, 

Wliose «l)iry top you just ma^ know, 

Crowned witli many a stately tree. 

Where now the gleam falls ileetingly. 

V 

The lights and shades of Fortune’s power 
Fell not as Nature’s at this hour. 

4Ier storm frowned on the southern scene; 
Her smile shone o’er von flowery green. 
Those distant downs, now tlim and grey. 
Those misty woods received h^ ray. 

V. 

While the Monks from this battlement 
Their glance o’er the^wide prosjaxt sent, 
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They watched the western sun go down 
'Mid clouds of amber, edged with gold. 

That did their splendid wings unfold. 

And seemed to wait itround his throne. 

A monk, who iiprked them, dared foretell. 
That gentle Pe.ace would here still dwell; 
But the bold guess and flattering ray 
Sunk alike in glooiv a>vay. 

One crimson streak of ]>arted day 
Lingered uhere IlKxny's army lay ; 

Till o’er it spread the night’s dark hue. 

That veiled a'vhile each caniji from view. 

VI. 

Then, gradual, through the deepening gloom. 

Torch and signal-fires relume 

The war-lines on the hills and dells. 

Leaving tvide shadowy'intervals-; 

Yet marking to the dfstant eye 

How broad attu close those camp-lines lie : 

Gleaming as does the Ocean’s l>ed. 

When sun has set in stormy red. 

And surge on surge rolls crested bright. 
Beneath the glance of jiarting light. 
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VII. 

The other camp, of smaller force. 
Concealed it’s boundary by the course 
Of hei};hts, save where one hill retired ; 
There wafc the dusk with redness fired 
By casual watch-tufch tliroujih the gloom ; 
And there lay VoiiK, like hidden doom. 
Waiting to send fortli namelesk u’oes. 
High o’er that hill the hla/a; uprose 
UjM»n the darkly-sullen sky. 

Here reddening on a livid cloud, 

There glancing like the fancied crowd, 
That ride the northern lights on high, 
l^uke llichard watched tiixin this hill, 
While his cam)>-field wa- dark and still ; 
But that a guard-fire, hert- and there. 
Lifted it's lonelt fitful gl.ire. 

W’here steeds and tvarriol^ lay arounU, 

In harness for the battle-day, 
llalf-sluinhering to the fretpient sound 
Of steps and weapons on the ground. 
Preparing for tin- mor/ow’s fray. 
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His scouts near Henry’s army strolled. 

And to Ms gathered Council told 
Where lay it’s weakness, where it’s hold. 
But Henry, trusting to his force. 

Scorned such dark cares and secret course. 

Vlll. 

So near the outer jxists apjiroached. 

That each on each'at‘times encroach’d. 
And speech of taunt, or civil cheer. 

Mixed witli the clink hf harness-gear. 

Was heard ; .and each nught view the Hare 
From Alban’s topmost round in air, 

That made the tower, in lurid gloom, 

A more gigantic port n.ssnme. 

And, silent, on the rocky steej) 

Their vatch o’er hill and valley keep. 
Each, too, migl^ see .dim forms on high. 
Glide, where the beacon tduch^ the sky: 
For there it's flame of milen red 
Flashed on a co^ed monk’s sable head, 
Glanced on the Abbey-knight beside. 

And showed his plumy crest of pride. 
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On the night-breezes dancing gay. 

As though in sun and chivalry. 

IX. 

That monk and knight, with steady gaze,' 
Watched where the far-off signals blaze. 

O'er many ridge of wood and down. 

From heatli and camp, from tower and town 
From ancient Hadley’s cres.set-flame. 

That peered o’er hills, an eastern star, 
(The Imacon-turret still the same) 

Bearing this sign of iron war 
To Casilio's close-surrounded rale 
And Gorhambury’s’turrets pale. 

And nameless lands, in shade unknotni. 
*rhe nearer scene they hsiked upon. 
Glimmer'd in varying.sdiade and light, 
'riirown from the Abbey’s beaern bright. 

X. 

it gleamed on stately ls>wertirl)elow. 

Tinged porch and transept's dusky l^w. 
Glared on broad courts and humble cell. 
Glanced on the crrstal Oriel, 



140 


ST. alban's ABB£V. 


And cast deep shadow on the» ground 
Prom gates and turrets ranged arotind. 
Therei Ab^y Lance-men slowly paced. 
Where scarce the portal-arch wjis traced. 

As flashed the blaze along the air. 

And quivered on each Warrior’s spear ; 
Long, sfiaded walks it showed, that led 
Where cloister-plat add gardens sjiread. 
And monks, wrapt close in sable weed. 
Passed to and fro, witlf'fearful speed. 

The gloomy light was throu ji so far. 

It reddened dark .St. iliehael's brow. 
Frowning on Roman foss below, 

And tinged the bridge and streams of Ver. 

XI. 

St. Alban’s town, with wakeful eyes. 
Viewed the red beacop sink ami rise. 

And, sought to spell each signql sent 
To good King IlENiiv’iMlist.'nt tent. 

And, while they gazed, the changing glare. 
Broad on each roof and lattice-bar. 

Showed every visage watching there 
For tiding of the threfteued war. 
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Upon Queen Ellen’s pMe of state. 

That crowned the town and miiumed her fate, 
The trembling gleam touched shrine an4 saint 
With light and shade, so finely faint. 

The form beneath each canopy 
Appeared Jo lean So j)atientlv, 

A.S if it bent o’er the Iov<*d bier, 

t 

That, once for short time placed here. 

Had made the spot to ^Jdward dear. 

And listened, while the Refiiiiem’s flow 
Shed stillness o’er the mourner’s woe. 

XII. 

Patient njioii tlie .Abbey-'rower, 

From A'es])er to the Alatiii hour, 

The knight and monk tlie fir.st watch kept. 
While few beneath their vigil slept. 

Later, within the turret-head 

The monk from the oliill night-wind fled; 

But never from that jdatfoffn's height 
Strayed the due footstep of the knight. 

With jiatient eye and measured pace. 

He turned uiion the iitarow space. 
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And listened each imperfect'sonnd, 

That rose from camp, or road, around, 

Or noise of preparation made 
Below in porch and ajcli-way fhade. 

The massy bolts and jwnderous bars 
Of studded gates, that, in old wars, 
Against the rebel townsmen closed, 

Had now so long in peace reposed. 

So long had been unmoved by hand. 

They now the Warder's miglit adthstand 
Often was lieard tlie mingled din 
From clink of smith and voice within. 
From footsteps heavy with tlie weight 
Of chest, that Ijore from shrines a freight. 
And altar-tombs, to secret hold 
Of jewels rich and cups of gold ; 

Though yet was left ^ome little show 
To check, if need, the plunderer'*.blow. 

XIII. 

And, when such busy sounds were o’er. 
That Abbey-knight might hear once more 
From the still street, in echting swell. 
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The’watch-wotd of eacfi sentinel 
Pass on it’s far-extending range 
From post to post, with ordered change. 

Now low, now sulleiiK and now high, 

“ Health to the King !”—then “ So say I." 

And sometjmcs, too, a distant drum. 

With stealthy murmur seemed to come. 

Then rollc<l away, and sunk a?ar 
Where slept the thunder-cloud of war. 

From roads was heaid and doubted ground 
The watch-cry of patrols around, 

MingleS, at times, with one slow note, 

.Swelled solemn from tjhe cornet’s throat, 

And answered faint and fainter still. 

Like echo from the distant hill. 

And, when such solemn .sounds were past. 

When slumliered e’en the midmeht blast, 

The d<ie hymn froip the choir below 
Through the high toxver ascended slow. 

While round the hands of Havock lay. 

Waiting but for the mom of May 

To light War, Death, aiad Trea.son to their prey. 
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XIV. 

The Kuight sent frequent message down. 
That all ww still. 

No sign of ill 

Drew nearer to St. Alban’s town. 

The while the Abbot, in debate, 

Sat with his officers (tf State, 

And Seneschal, .fudge of his Court, 
Discussing every new report 
And message, sent frtnu scouts efiir. 

That told the visage of the war. 

Vainly tj>T some they waited long, 
Peqdexed Duke Kichard’s hgsts among ; 
Others came, horse on horse, so fast. 

That every quarter-watch that juussed, 
Brougfit rumour fresh and .wond'rous tale. 
Bidding now hope, uhw fear, jirevail. 

And still jjiost wond'rqus ever was the last. 

tv. 

The pious Abbot, Whetehampsted. 

Of learned men the learned head. 

Closed a late council, and vt^thdrew. 
Needful, though short repose to woo; 
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But >81111 theii^rior and'Seneschal 

« 

Waited tke worst, that nl^ht befall. 

Ready, if eaemy approach, 

For council at the Abbot’s couch. 

He, wakefuHong and anxious still, 

Lost not "in sleep his sense of ill, 

For then, in slumbers, touched with sorrow. 
He saw dim visions of the morrow, 

Saw round those walls the battle bleed ; 
Heard the iicrce triuip and neigh of steed; 
Saw wounded Henry, in the strife, 

Rome (town and jilgading for his life. 

And, starting at the piteous .view. 

Me wtdte, with chill brow bathed in dew. 

XVI. 

That night, few inonlu their pallets pressed 
And scarce an eye was closed ifl rest; 

Most were frdm slumlwr held away 
By terror of the coming day ,•* 

Yet some there were, who, fond of change 
And slaves to envy, wished to see 

VOL. Ill* H 



148 vr. ax.bam{«*a.buv. 

The battle take it\ dbest raogei 
Though retitnd their waSa it dunoed to ^ 
And some, who, haed with worldly aeal^ 
Would i^, ivitfi cosguo 8Woj;d of steel, 
Mingle'in royal Henry’s train; 

And others Richard’s plea inaintain. 

But each, by prudent council swayed 
Or policy, their chief’obeyed. 

The ordered chime was hourly rung ; 

Eadi mass was dgly said and su(g{; 

Aftd, at each gate, though armed bfnid 
Obeyed an Abbej-knigUit’s command. 

And o er tbe posterns l{gd control, < 

Yet, at each station watched a cowl. 

And still on tower, half hid u| hood, 

, • “r - 

The pSle Monk with the Warrior stood. 

XVII. 

That Monk had heard the Vesper-bell 
Call every brother from his ceil; 

Had heard the be& oPCompliiie sound, 

An# followed every ^jpvice round; 
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And as he heard thauat eaoena. 

Silent and me«dc, hik hea&'vrottld bend; 
Each wurddh' accuhomed mind Implied,' 
That distance to his eartdlnied ; 

'Though abaMt he, by painful need. 

He joined^the prayer and dropped the bead. 
And oft, in silent orison. 

He prayed, that war might spare this tewn ; 
That all who dwelt within these walls 
Miglit duly own Religion's calls 
On the unknown to-morrow’s night. 

Now trembling on hio darkened sight. 

He prayed, too, that no bload-stuined grswe 
Might lyait that watching Warridr brave, 
*Whosc spirit frank i^ld free and kind 

* • 

Had calmed and chiwred his boding mind. 

XVIII. 

Still Jerome leaned on AibaA's tower, 

And thoughtful watched the solemn hour ; 
All thing I lay wflipt jn fearful gJobm; 

Time passed in silence towardftbe tomb. 

ti 2 
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Nor watch-dog’s bark, nor chSrger’s neigh. 
Nor pass-word went the distant way; 

Nor swept a breeze ugpn a. bough 
Of the high leafy walks blsio-w. 

The holy hymn ha^unk in peace ; 

Now Nature’s eathings almost ceaie 
In the deep pause alone might come 
The sullen, faltering pant of drum ; 

So faint th' uncertain sound in air. 

It seenjed like pulse within the oar. 

■ XIX. 

He %-iewed the dawn steal o’er the wold, 
Paling each beacon-fire afar. 

Till, wan and dim as twilight star. 

The warning tale no more it 
On the green w<xk1.s that dewy ijght 
Shed sleepy hues all ^‘liill and white. 

That cold fresh light, tli^t tender green, 
Dawning through all the lonof? scene, 

A sweet and quiet sadness' worg 
To palmer, joumeying-at such hour 
Through tlie wild path of fofe.st-lsiwer. 
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Well suiting with'his humbled mind. 

In holy grie/ to Heaven resigned. 

If it recalled the long-p^t dfouj^t. 

It soothed to smile the woe it brought: 

Like touch of some fine harmony ^ 

To one efidue'd with sympathy. 

XX, 

With pious thought and tranced eye, 

.St. Alban’s Monk, from turret hiuh. 

Beheld iii silent, order rise 

Tint after tint on th’ eastern skies: 

First, cold ray^edged the night’s black shfoud ; 

Tlien rose, t^en amber,, changed the line ; 

Then slowly purpled the soft cloud. 

That stretched al&ii^'ili^ upper blue; 

Where, hanging o’db its shadowy throne, 

The star of •,Morning watched*.done ; 

But soon more gorgeous tints apiiear. 

And tell the mighty Sun is,pear; 

Till he IooIAhI joyouS o’er yon brow. 

While slumbering War lay stretched Mow, 

Whose shrine shall dying thousands stain. 

Ere that gay Sun look up again ! 
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ZJU. 

War’s grisly visage there vras saM, 
Engnrlanded vrkli May's iisifbuds ; 

His couch—her meads of 8{»’iiiging green. 

His canopy—her fresh-leaved woods! 

Her fragrant airs around him breathe. 

Her music soothes his dream beneath. 

But soon May's blooins their snows shall yield. 
By hostile struggle lowly laid; 

And soon her young and lightsome shade 
Shall hide the blood-stained casque and shield. 
Now thrdVvn in wilder'd ^ght away: 

And many a tortured wretch that day, 

’.Scaped from the battle's mortal strife. 

To scenes of Nature’s peace shall hie ; 

And, while all round is breathing life. 

Sink ou some flower, y bank and die t 
xxit. 

The Monk might, at this hour of dawn, 

Hare traced eMh army feintly drawn, 

T’hroogh dewy veil, on hills aronnd ; 

And viewed St. Alfwn'r glitnmtYing houiid 
All rich with blooming ordiard iponad. 
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Where crowded rdofs and turrets lay 
Obscurely on the brightening grey. 

How dark and still'ttie Ulsrt^'s tower 
Stood on the reddening dawn on high; 

How solemn was the look it were. 

The pehce of age and sanctity ! 

Till each dark line stood sboq) ofid clear. 

On gold and crimson streaks of air. 

Flowing upon the early bre^pse. 

The Royal banner Wakwick sees 
Wave.homage'to the rising beams! 

And, while that banner li^^ly streams, 

■^Vith scornful eyes he viewed the town, 

“ There will I rule ere sun go down !" 

xxtii. 

Tlie Knight and Monk, who watched on high. 
Beheld these rising beams with joy; 

And lost, with joy, the beacon’s flame. 

For now relief of Warder came. 

Scarce would the warrior pause to tell, 

Tliat all near Alban’s wall was well; 

Or change a word of wfiat h{|d been , 

From his high statiop faeard,,or seen. 
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And, with the chilling hour oppressed, 
Jerome, too, sought some welcome rest, 
And left, exchanged, a monk bdiind. 
To shiver in the breezy wind. 


KNI) <>F 'Tire SBCONU CANTO. 



CANTajII. 


THE DAY OF THE FIRST BATTLE. 


The da’y had risen; the s«nig%f Prinle 
Swelled soft, as ceased the second chime ; 
When now was heard a distant drum 
Through the wood-lands high to come; 
And, fierce though faint, one trumpet-blast 
Hurrying upon the light wind passed." 

It was not fancy—’twas not fear, 

That caused those glittering helms appear, 
And triple-glance of marshalled spear, 
Upon the high wood's sliadowy side; 

Tis there the barbed coitraers ride; 
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And, mid t£e 4i»ht.l6aved sliadows go 
Tie battle-j^XB^d lanee and bow; 

And banners bright and pennonB fiur 
Bicker upon the fretful air. 

Now, dowm 8t. Stephen’s woody atecp,^ 
The ^va^likc bands duoMicder keep. 
Winding in glimpses to liis eye 

♦ e 

W'ho watched from luider hood, on high. 

And sadiv lost all doubt, in fear ; 

* • 

While now the ’lanltn-bell he rung. 

And now o’er battlement he hung. 

Viewing the len^hened train draw near ; 

“ Ten thousand,—less there could not be ; 

Ten thousand 8f the enemy 

And thousands yet he might not sec! 

ji. 

His glad companion siAiling heard 
The panic marvels of his word ; 

But all in vain he promised good. 

Though, as they dashed from Julian's wood. 
The knight well knew ^ose armed bands. 
And brandished high his gau'atlet-hands, 
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And shouted welcome/on the gale, ^ 

" Live—live King Henry—HeniyJ^l!" 
And waved his banner on the wall. 
Urging the loud, rejoiciBg call, 

“ Live—live^^iing Henry—Henry hail!” 
Till his ])a,rched lips and ui^ance fail. 

III. 

And then was heard the various pace 
Of young and old, in toilsome race 
Up galleried wall and winding flight, 
Aiming to reach this topmost height. 

But siHin th’ embattled rdofb below 
Proelainij that few may gain this brow 
r'or, resting then' in sable row. 

Many a lirotlier breathless stood 
With pajjating haiu^and falling hood. 
Gazing upon tlie vision dread 
Of warlike force, that hither sped. 

IV. 

Now, loud King Heijry’s clarions sound, 
The uiaiiy-tranipling lioois rritound. 

As, issuing from St. Sttpheii’s sliade 
Upon the near and sunny glade. 
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Blazoned sliields and helmets gleam, 

While light the red-tose banners stream ; 

And knights on barbed coursers bear 
Their monarch's standard through the uir. 

And gentle Henry might you know. 

Though harnessed close frodi top to tw. 

. »• 

Before him, herald-trumpets sound. 

Proud chiefs and nobles press the ground ; 

And, where his ordered thousands throng. 

Winding the woods and vale along. 

Each bannered knight, a.s he drew nigh, 

Was seen to lead his vassal-band, 

With statelier march and asjH'ct high, 

Expresisivc of supreme command. 

Though courting kindly gestae from his Sovereign*; 
hana. 

v. 

Loud and more loud the trumpets call. 

As they draw nigh St. Alban’s wall; 

And other trumpets answer clear. 

And “ Live Kjng Henry !" rends the air^ 

From every guimded barrier. 
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■Straight, at the sound; in Street below, 
The thronging shield and helmet^^. 
While busy knights their men array. 

To line their Monarch’s onward way, 

The van-guard, that, on yesternight. 
Watched here, ujam St.^lban's height. 
Above, each roof and lattice showed 
A fearful aiA a curious crowd, 
'fhoual^forced within their homes to stay, 
IlojIRig for glorious wonders, on that day. 

vu 


i ^d now adown tlic street appear, 

T^ith better banners, high on air, 
he Martyr’s sons in wondering fear, 
nth chaunted anthem^ grave and sweet, 
acing their Sovereign lord to meet. 

Tlie Abbot is not now arraye'^ 

As he was wont, to meet his lord ; 

Ills brow no jewelled jwuip displayed. 

Nor from his shoulders now Hoats brand 


The scarlet (ype, nor robe of gold. 
Nor the ri^welvet’s sliadowy fold. 
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But he, enwfapt in woeful we^. 

Suiting his habit to tlie time, 

In sorrowing penance seems to plead 
Forgireiiess for some hidden crime, 

Tliat threatened to draw judgment down 
Even on St. Alban’s shrine a»d town. 

But page.s hold his mourning train. 

As when arrayed in rol»e more vain. 

And all his otficers of state 
In order due aroiiiid him wait ; 

VMiile, marching on the crowded way, 
llis Abbey-knights their baud di.s]day> 
vn. 

Far down the steep nf Holywell. 

The chaunted anthem rose and fell. 

Soon as nas heard thewfllemn song, 

And seen the dark advaneing throng ; 

That busy street, then ch>sely |)res.sed, 

With Ikiw and jnkeand demi-lance. 

Where chargei*reared, where waved high crest. 

Was hg^hed, at once, as if in trance ; 

The crowd fell^iack, in order grave, 

Ere Abbot’s guard the signal gave. 
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And,.as the Abbey-CRoir went by, 

In reverend row you there might see 
Eacii warrinr on his bended knee. 

With upw'ard and beseeching eye. 

And thus, tlirough dies of lance and speaii 
The piou.-; fathers, withdut fear. 

On to the southern barrier move 
Safe in due reverence and love. 

vin. 

And now within the barrier wall 
St. Alban’s sons await their King. 

And hark ! what nearer clarions ring ! 
What shouts around each turret call 
‘ King Henry live !—King Henry live! 
Every Saint a blessing give ; 

King Henry live!—King Ileaiy live ! 
Abbot and Prior bles.sings giv5.” 

Then burst the loinl, acclaiming voice 
From battleineuts and towers aloof. 

From cottage-thatcli and lordly roof,’ 

Of all, who in due..r{ule rejoice. 
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IX. 

'rten, first from forth the harrier-arch 
Deep and dark, in solemn march. 

The Herald-trumiH'ts come; 

Their blazoned coats and pagoantr)' 

And banners bgam upon the eye. 

Like sudden blaze of witchery 
From depth of midnight gltKiin. 
Behind, a pale wd gleaming band. 

As if by glance of moonlight shown. 
Stalked, in silence, hand by hand. 
With tlireatening crest and visor’s fwyn 
The stately forms of men unknown. 
In cold dead steel au^tuinized. 

As in Death’s very imagi- 'guised. 

X. 

Following this heavy mhrch were 
On the armed charger’s stately sheen. 
Many a Baron’s youthful son. 

By lofty SoMEKSKT led on. 

With statelj' step his courser tro^,; 

■■t 

Ilis castjue the British lion stp >de ; 

The triple plume was nodding by ; 
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Through the barred visor might you spy 
Tlic warrior’s dark and fiery eye. 

Though not the mien his vis.ige bore. 
Proud his air, las stature high. 

Al)ove his ringed mail he wore 
Coat-arinoi.r, blazoned bright with sign' 
Of princely birth and Henry‘sjine, 

And 'broidered with devices fair ; 
Portcullis-bars in gold were there. 

Two Sfjuires, beside his stirrffps, bear 
His shield and axe and new-sho<l spear. 
There marched in stately grace before. 
With trumpets that high summons gave, 
Ilis Poursuivant, Portcullis grave. 

And Henchmen next, some demi-score. 
Fearless, he souj^t the battle-hour ; 

Here he beheld ndtf castle-tower. 

■v 

And well he knew the prophecy. 

That UNDER Castle he must die. 

xi. 

Behind, as far as eye T^ght go. 

Paced barbed steeds and tanners slow, 

Till Henry’s standard stot»ped below 
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The barrier-arch, and borne along 
By royal Banner Knights a throng; 

So lieavy tVas the ample fold. 

That hardly could the knigHs unfold 
Hie crimsuA silk and blaaoned gold. 

Again dame Heralds, four abreast. 

With blazoned arix^-,and yellow Test, 
Sounding their silver trumpets sweet, 
\Vhile silver drums before t)^n beat. 
Followed a gorgeous stately train. 

Who scarcely might their coursers r^u, 
Esquires and Yeomen, two and tw*e^ 
Accoutred at all points, most true ; 

Knights of the Body, brave and gay, 

Wlio ushered Henry on his way, 

While 'compassijiig, on all sides, came 
Chiefs and Nobles, l.igli in fame. 

XII. 

Thronged lofty spears and sliield* around^ 
Where the King’s charger trod the ground. 
And, deep behind the harrier-«rch. 

Plume liehind plume,.in solemn march. 
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And eyes that seemed to frown with fiste. 
Upon their monarch's progress wait. 

“ Then gentle Hc^y might yon know. 
Though harnessed close*from head to loe 
For, though arrayed fihr warrior-deed, 

He sat not cheerly on his ste<!H ; 

Tliough England’s lion on his 4iro*w 
Claimed homage of a Nation's bow. 

Soon as St. Alban’s sons he spied 
He dreiv his rei% and " Halt!" was cried ; 
And when the roeerend father kneeled. 

He pressed his iron beaver do^vn. 

And would not let his visor frown. 

But all Ilia countenance revealed. 

And stretched his grdcious han^ to raiw 
The aged man with ^tlcpraisA. 

And when the blessed anthems pealed, 

He would himself hf^ve-stept to ground. 
And with the Abbot* side by side. 

Have yielded up aB kingly pride. 

To pace the Martyr's tomb around. . 
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But fiery Tudor near him rode. 

And instant close beside him strode, 

And whisper’d somewhat to his ear; 

Which Henry, faltering, seem’d to hear. 

And slow and silently obey. 

Yet, though Jds.uitately seat he kept. 

He bade the ifaSher lead the way ; 

And patient, as they stej)t, he stept. 
Listening to their s'ow chauuted lay. 

With due respect and bended head. 

While toward the Abbey-gate tlfey led. 

XIV. 

On as that martial pageant drew. 

The Knight on watch u'ould p<>int to view. 
Each banner and each chief he knew. 

“ There rides the high Northnml)erland, 
Leading bis hardy 'Northern band. 

The son, of Hotspur, ^\•hose bold hand 
So oft the prize of victory won. 

Tliere pass the ClifFord.s, sire and .sf»n ; 

And more of truly noble fire 
Ne’er glg^ved than in'the hoary sire ! 
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There Stafford goes; tlfere Buclcingham ^ 
And fiery Tudor, still the same. 

Sir John do CJrooby you may see. 

With ne%Y-worn honours vain and brave; 

* ^ 

Just knighted by King Henry he, 

O may h«* 'sc-ape an early grave ! 

Whate’er his fate, he care^not now ,; 

The ]>lume exults upon his brow.” 

XV. 

Now Clement flies right speedily, 

And, mounting on a turret-way. 

Through narrow loop begins to spy. 

The varying struggle 4>f that day ; 

F'h, figured underneath his eye, 

*\V'hile fearless he of spear and dart, 

Lay street and road, as on a chart. 

Close hwked this Saxon turret (^wn 
U]M)u the four ways of the town, 

And on Queen Ellen’s shrine and green, 

(The garden-plat alone.between) 

And, broad and straight, the way then spread 
To old St. Peter's towerci head ; 
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closing the.£g(r pecspeotive tltera. 

His battlements were drawn on ait. 

XVI. 

Below, the <uid streets, oj^ green. 
So crowded were with pike. 

That scarcely was there reom between 
For lance to jwise, or sword to stxike; 
But the chief turmoil of thd scene 
Was on St. Peter’s spacious way, 

V 

"Where, iu the centre of the gtjiwDb 
King Henry and his knights were seen, 
Arojyid hi.s banner floating gay. 

'Twas planted for the baltle>honr. 

With the full pomp of"warlike power; 
'Mid clarion's and trumpet's sound. 

And shouts, that rent the air far round. 
Making old Alban's bkrines to shake. 
And tremble deep her crystal lake. 

On Peter’sietreet that standard stood, 
Sunnooung hill and vale'and wood. 
While the King’s orders went, tb keep 
The wards and barriers rf the place 
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With strong watch j near Alban's steep, 
York now advanced, in quickened paoe.'i*-- 

XVII. 

Advanced so fast, that, when the Kiii|^ 

One moment at thb slunne would spend, 

His chiefs qrranged themselves in ring 
Around, and urged him to suspend 
His pious purpose^till that day 
Were ended, and that battleEfray. 

Meek Henry yielilajfcwith a sigh, 

And something like a frown 
Came darkening o’er his tearful eye ; 

But soon, with patientJoolfron hig^ 

It died in smile of piety. 

Such as blest saint might own- 
Then, turned he to the humble door 
Of Edmund Westby, th’ lluudTgedor ; 

There his head-quarters were prepared 
By thosfs who with him mflire than sharcB 
His power; there he resoHed to wait 
Whate’er might be the battle’s fate. 

Or wdcome peace, or lengthened hate. 
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xvm. 

In terror from the turret-nrch. 

Was now seen Richard's rapidwtircli, 

And signal given and ’iarum call. 

Rang round about the Abbey,vaH. 

Now a'l are up on gallerytower. 

To scon the enemv^s dread pouer 
O’er the wide fields advancing round 
From meadou -slopes, udiere woods had been. 
But now no sign pf oah is seen; ‘ 

Archers and pikemen step the ground ; 

And dwTn tlie glade, that spreads belon-, 
Arrayed in many a gleaming row, 

They stand beneatli St. Alban’s brow. 

But cjiiefly on tlie ea.steni side 

Key’s Field displayed their bannered pifide. 

There most St. Alb» n’s feared their blow; 

St. Alban’s—ill jirepared for war. 

Though thronged with arms and warriors Imtd 
Por no broad bulwark ^en iifar, 

Nor stretching rampart, proudly told 
Defiance and a mighty holu ; 
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But simple wall and bamer>gate 
WardeA for old St. Albrni’s fate. 

XIX. 

Wide o’er the northern fields a&x 
Still marched Duke Richard’s lines of war. 
Whose w hke-rose banners, gathering nigh, 
Gave silent signal to the eye 
Of more than he had dared to claim— 
Ricliard of York’s yet secret %im. 

White blossoms in '#udi cap were seen. 

For unblown rose, the sweet may>thom, 
From banks of freshly-blushing green 
By gauntlet-fingers rudely torn. 

And placed on high, a'smiling crest. 

O’er brows by iron vizor pressed ; 

Device, at once, for tUe pale rose. 


And for the name that gave riM sway, 
Who gaily on bis warrior-brows 



The Warders sciinned the outspread force 
From tower and turretiLtill ip vain; 

VOL. III. I 
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Richard of York, in double course, 

To shrouding woods extends his train: 

And u'ho ma}' guess what numbers there 
In silence ^mit nnd|^atchful care, 

Re^y the battle to sustain f; 

To inexperienced eyes, and fear. 

His hundreds, tliousands thus ap])ear, 

Xow lost and seen in grove and field; 
While Henry’s thousands cooped in street. 
Seem but to threaten self-defeat. 

Incapable their strength to Avicld. 

XXI. 

ilorning on day had far advanced. 

And not a spear in onset glanced ; 

But lingering nie.ssages were sent 
To Lancaster by York, the while. 

Who, trusting less in arms than guile. 

By aid.of gold was still intent 
Some captains of his foe to gain ; 

H!s numbers might, he^dged, lie vain. 
Though the great Wartvjck ruled their course, 
To grapple Henry’s loyal force. 
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Unawed by sense of treachery, 

Richard now dared, irreverently, 

To call on Alban, as hi^saint. 

To hear him vouch his true intent— 

' ‘ In verie knowledge *of his trotbe 
To witness to his loyal oath, 

To honour Henry as his king, 

Should he to instant justice 
Those false suggosters of his will. 

Who wrought his kingdom only ill." 

Yet Henry's oath he would not take, 

That speedy justice should awake; 

But, on the moment, made*liis claim 
That every noble he might name 
Should to his camp in fetters come, 

And there receive their final dtjm: 

This done, he would disperse his men. 

And bow to Henry's power again. 

But well he guessed stich^aim would wring 
Only defiance from the King. 

f 2 
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XXIIT. 

And this was Lancaster’s r^ply. 

That rather than to him betray 
faithfhl serVtots^ he. this day, 
Wouldijfor%ieir sakes, fight—li^e or die 1 
And, \hough long pressed by “ great disease" 
And Iteavinessrof heart. 

He swore by sainted Ed\rard’s peace, 

He would not thepge depart 
Till every traitor of that hour. 

Who should persist in strife. 

If placed by battle in his pon-er. 

Should forfeit there his life. 

This while the virtuous Henry said, 

A tefir of anxious grief he shed. 

SXIV. 

The morn was gon€,4ioon nearly come. 

Yet was not heard the 'larum-drum ; 

Still Richard &dd a doable course. 

And Henry still restraiped his force. 

Now', w’hile full many a fearful eye 
From Alban's tower.lookM eagerly. 
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And none knew what delayed the blow, 

They marked again, in street below,, 

A white-rose Herald blindfold led. 

Where high the bannered rose of red 
Waved duteous o’oF^the monarch’s brow^. 

King Henry, ever duly slow 
To draw the desolating swo^ 

Piteous and mindful of the woe. 

That might ensue from slighted word, 

Greeted the wily pari once more. 

And long the message pondered o'er; 

For show of hope and peace it bore. 

XXV. 

And now a guileful sound of peace 

Swells faint to thofe, who watch on high, 

Bidding thor care o^d tei|pr cease. 

But wherefore, to their stritining eye. 

Yon shifting glance of helm and lance ? 

And why those sudden trampet-soqads, 

-Mingled with tremouc of the drum', 
tiathering in loud and louder rounds, 

Like burst 6f gaunt andiravenous hounds ^ 
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’Twas those without St. Alban’s wall. 

Raising the treacherous oAset-call, 

^Vhile yet for peace their Herald treats 
And “ Peace !" is shouted through the streets. 
And now St. Alban's monks defery 
A shoiyer of arrows falling nigh 
To Key’s Field, o’er that barrier-lane. 

Where the be.siegers strive in vain 
To burst into the guarded town ; 

While doubling aud redoubling come 
The trumpet’s shriek and roH of drum, 
And«sliouts that rage and havock own. 

XXVI. 

In street below raged to'and fro. 

In wild disorder, mcn-at-aiSBs ; 

And heralds sonndingjond alarms ; 

And knights, close Iwiped from head to toe. 
Uncertain where to meet the foe ; 

W’hom, thopgh they heard, they might not sec 
For houses and for orchard-tree. 

Till signal from St. Alban’s tower 
Pointed where pressed the •threatening power. 
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Then Somerset, with brief command. 

In order ranged each ’wildered band. 

The noblest and the bravest stood. 

By the East barrier, near the wood. 

That led to Sopewell’s Priory, 

Where watched, in sad consistory, 
That fair and trembling sisterhood; 

For thence the loudest turmoil came. 

• 

But noble chiefs and knights of fame 
('rowded St. Peter’s high brouu way, 
W^here their liege-lord. King Henry, lay. 
xxvn. 

And soon from other quarters blew 
Clarictn and trump without tHI walls ; 

* But even on tower tjj^'y had scant view 
Of those whose 'larum tlius appals. 
Tliose sounds called every' foot’to’climb 
To battlement and towr sublime. 

Then not a brother stayed below. 

Whom age did not forbid to go ; 

Or who around the shrine kept ward; 
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Or EOQiB sad priest, at Chanti^-tomb, 

Saying lon^ Obits in the ^»oin. 

Pale with expectance of his doom ; 

While, listening to dread sounds abroad, 

His station in the aisle denied 
To view the course of battle-tide: 

And oft the blast in turretr nigh 
Mocked his impatience with it’s sigh. 

As if some whispering friend drew near 
To share with him his half-told fear. 

' XXVIII.,- 

Fiercer and fiercer rose the bray. 

Till, everj' shrine (save Alban’s) left. 

The chantry of it’s priest bereft, 

The silent dead forsaken lay. 

Even he, who, worn with last night’s rt^atch. 
WoulS fain some liftle felumlier snatch. 

Now startled b}' the trumpet’s^reath. 
Calling as with the voice of death. 

Uprose and sought the turret gyey, 

That eastward o'er the Chancel lay. 

The strength of battle pres-s-td that way. 
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Tliis little watch-nook 4»mg in air 
O’er the great windu^^lgf the Shrine, 
Forming a canopy most fair 
For the cwred cell and image fine. 

That knelt with upward aspect there— 

St. Clement, in his fretted cove. 

The namesake of the hlonk above. 

This 'battled summit seemed Iiis'crown. 
Who had for ages knelt thereon, 

Seeming to feel with those b§low. 

Whose'choral voices, murmuring slow 
Round those sad manaaons of the dead, 
Would strive a saintly peace to shed. 

XXIX. 

While Clement thus hl.s fears olH*y wl. 

And sought this barbiaui so high— 

This raven's nest so ncdf the sky— 

"JMore awful rose tte battl#cry ; 

Steel clashed, and trump and clarion hrayeil. 
It seemed us though the deafening sound 
Rose straight Iwlow ou Abliey-gronnd ; 

Rut distant was the place of war. 

Beyond the Eastern barrier, 
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And partial seen, glimpse aloof. 

O’er many a high ant croMided roof; 

For thwart the Abbey stretched the way 
Of Holywell, and screened the fray. 

Yet was Duke Richard’s ferther host 
In spreading shock of battle traced. 

By the near, ifnseen, impulse tossed. 

Like circj^es from'a centre chaced. 

XXX. 

And o’er this swaying oV the storm. 
Incessant hissed the viewless form 
Of arrows, shadowng the air. 

Or lightning glance of hurled, {^ar i 
While keen, below, the restless rays 
Of shield and casque and corslet blaze ; 

And Kty’s Field broad displayed the course 
Of Richard’s and of Warwick’s force. 
Neville of Salisbury fought neiBr, 

Unseen, close at the barrier; 

But firm-set pike and arrowy shower 
Failed to make jiassage for liis power; 

For aged Clifford stemmed his wav. 

And scattering, as he went, dismay. 
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Fired young and aged* knight and lord, 
And every band that held o aword. 

XXX|. 

But whence the shouts so thrilling now ? 
Why do the townsmen,*on each roof. 

Rise earnestly, even on the toe. 

And rashly hurry to and fro. 

As if on level ground they'go,' 

And mount tlie chimney-tops aloof. 

And bend far o’er the deptli below ? 
Those ridgy roofis and chimneys tall. 
Crowded \nth head^f^ like leaves on tree. 
From Clement's anxi^^gaze hid ail 
He climbed this lofty perch to see. 

But soon the arrows fell so near. 

The gazers shrunk below with fear. 

And left each sumi^it-station plear ; 

He then, in safe and shrouded nook, 

U])ou the place of war could look. 

XXXII. 

There yet a narrow Green is sbnwn, 

That eastward nins beMnd the town— 
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The place where Richard pitched his tent ; 
Small part of the broad space, that went* 
By naihe of Key’s Field; dose it bent 
To Sopewell laneo The barrier nigh 
Did long the enemy defy. 

The princely Somerset fought here ; 

And, had his spirit e'er known fear, 

TlAt fear it would i«»t aow4iave omied. 
For here no fateful castle ^To^%'ued ; 

And well he knew the prophecy, 

“ That under castle he must die." 

While the stress lay round tBa^^Wrrte’, 
(Clifford within and Yurk^fcttJiout) 

So often swerved Ch' assailing rout, 

That Richard’s bverthrow seemed ndlir ; 
But wl 4 » ’gainst secret aid is sure 
What force 'gainst trencher}- jiiav endure r 
^xxiii. 

O’er beds of peaceful flowers he cntiie. 

The Knight who flew to Richard’s need. 
With helm an^kShiidd on barbed steed ; 
Onward he pressed, a%/ntps^t speed. 
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Glared on his lance tl^Ted war>flame, 

Knights and spearme^fast succeed. 

On fuli six hundred helms appeared' ' 

His badge in gold or silver wrought— 

A rampant bear, with staff uprear’d. 

And this the boastful tale it told— 

“ He wins whom I uphold!" 

Fierce was tlie trumperti blilst-'-the war-cry burst; 

A Warwick ! a Warwick ! Warwick is here !” 

In Holywell road he was the first 

Where valiuji^ He Clifford kept barrier. 

Though grey hfft lodHi^ his cap of steel. 

Vet a hero’s fire t^l^lSed in his eye ; 

His spirit glowed for Ids country’s weal ; 

• III Henry’f cause may I live or die f" 

XXXIV. 

•' i\Iy Lord De Clifford, Warivick’s foe ! 

Warwick culls on you now to'sliow, 

Why ineet'st thou not the ragged staff r 
riu- Bear Wuld fain thy life-blood qiuitf. 

Hast thou forgot thy faring tigMitw 

That thou through lifMUV^PS would'st haunt > 
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My Lord De Clifford ! here tun I, 

Avouch thy boast, or it deny !” 

Soon tm his voice De Clifford heard. 

No halt made he fbr tauntinaj word. 

But cheered the knights of his command. 
And rushed to meet him hand to hand. 
Strong as Disdain his well-nerved arm, 
Loyal his heart, all tYu^' aniPwarm, 

He sprang to meet his mighty foe ; 

" Who vainly boa.sts let^this day show ! 
Where was his son at this dread hou*^ 
When Rage and hatred o’er him Jonr ? 
He fights not in his father’s ; 

Afar he holds some high command. 

But numbers round J>e Clifford fougUt, 
Who Daiger’s vanmost heroes sought ; 
Whom zeal and reverence and pride 
Held close embattled al lus side. 

xrfxv. 

When Clement from his post looked down 
Close on this quarter of the tuwn. 

And viewed the fateful ^^moii there, 
Scard^ could his mountin«r suirit bear 
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To loiter here, seciu^ and free, 

While cries for doubtful rictory 
Pjerced to the very vault of air 
But monks below, on battlement. 

Who watched how the fierce cont^ went. 
Of the.se, scarce one but blessed the day 
When he tf> Abbey took his way. 

And bound himself to sllhin dll battle-fray. 

XXXVI. 

Hark ! Warwick hath burst'the barrier. 
And in the surge of combat there. 

Which rolled not od, but to and fro. 
Alternate swayed for Jwnd and foe, 

*Jach individual form was lost, 

So minjjled wal*that mifthty host. 

Xo eye might now De Clifford trace, 

Xor eager Warwick’s lofty grace; 

Yet knew where each tlie conriict held 
By fall of horse and crush of shield. 

And oh ! what niinglM sounds arose 
Above the trumpet’^ fiercesfe«aiy 
The yell of havock—sbricki^g wo<» 

Of matrons, from the lattteed wall. 
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Watching unseen in houses nigh. 

Who view a son, or husband full. 

And under trampling charger lie. 

In deep, expiring^ agony ! 

xxxvm 

Now a^■o^vs thickening in the air. 

With hiss incess^intj shrill, and near. 

Warned from each open battlement 

The crowding monks that o’er it befit 

But Clement, in his turret-cell. 

From evil hap was sheltered well ; 

♦ 

Yet wounded warfliiis sight by flow 

Of human blootl in steams below. 

s* .V _ 

Not so the raven’s o’er hia^eadr, 

As mute l»e watched the slaughtered'. 

Unseen companion ! stern and sly. 

Waiting his banquet of the dead, 

Impatient whih‘ the d) iug die.' 

XXXVI.M. 

And now, behold the barrier-gitard 
Pressed back into the rising street , 
\Vher6 houses hide th^ slow reti^t 
From Clement’s view, though hitherward 
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The rage uf war came hearer still ; 

For, on this steeply-mounting hill 

The Abbey stood, part screened below 

By wall and gate and orchard-bough. 

* • 

And, wlti}e afar bold Wanvick's force 

Beyond the barrier he could watch, 

V'ct might our Clement sparely catch 

Glimpse of thei.nearer battle’s course. 

At times g’er wall, or waving branch, 

Appnjored liigh plume on helmed brow, 

A' 

Or iron |iaad upraised to launch 
'riie battle axe, or sabre blow; 

■? 

The threatened blow he well mi^t see, 
But not it’s fateful certainfv; 

A falling horseman he might spy, 

Or a freed charger passing by. 

Or warrior bleeding on the grfiund, 

% 

Even just M'ithouUthe Abbey’s round. 

XXXIX. 

I'lie battle's strength still slowly pressed 
Up Holywell, on Warwick’s side, 

W’hen Clement from hi| se^t nest 

Heard 'larums new and shoutings, wide ; 



186 


ST. ALBAN’S ABBEY. 


And looking northward, whence thifr course, 

He marked a laoop of Henry’s horse 

Led on by Percy's self, at speed: 

They came at Clifford's utmost need> 

M’ith fierce and threatening cries afar,” 

And checked awhile the tide of war. 

^ « • 

'Twas Percy-of Northumberland, 

Rode ranmost of the gallant band : 

And Buckingham and Stafford’s earl 
Led where the crimson fi(^ unfurl; 

And many a knight and baron bold. 

In battle and in homers old. 

And many a youth, who but that mom 
Had first his knightly emblems worn. 

XL. 

To Clement it was dreadful sight. 

This press of noble cWef and knight j 
For now more deadly raged the figlit. 

And here the place of war outs]>read. 

Showed him their armour streaining red. 

And almost everv’^ wound, that bl(>d. 

And down the charger’s panting side 
He marked the gu!»hing sianghter^tide ! 
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III Yain the shaCMie g&ards his iace, 

Or neck mailed mainiiaire shields. 
Or breast-plate filh it's ample solace; 
8uch gaQiiture poor shelter yields. 

XLI. 

King Henry’s bravest warriors move. 
Great Warwick’s hardiness^to proi'e, 

r • ^ 

While, closely «r^ed by foeman’s spear, 
The wounded courWrs plunge and rear. 
With uuts[iread nostrils raised in air. 
And Aery eyes, that shoot desjtair ; 

They trample back the crowd ^lind. 
Who, upward on the steep hiU forced, 
i-’ress other tnwps in street conAned; 

Then chargt*rs fafl, and men unhorsed 
O’er their own dead and dying go, 

Xor horror, nor oven pity kmAv, 
Conscious of nougjit but hate and strife. 
Reckless of quickly-ebbing life, 

Fighting on fiMit ’gaiyst horse and lance, 
.Meeting in vain^heir foe’s advance; 

Till, on the lieaiied aii^ namelesl dead. 
They reach their Anal gory ted. 
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XLIl. 

Now ot&er trumpets, ^own wit& mighty 

North, East, and WSt, spoke triple ; 

» 

But loudest straiiu fweUed fipm the way 

Where their Uege-lrad, lang Hepry,1ay. 

York himself the b^rier burst, 

A»^ on St. Pfeter’b Green was firtt. 

And now, on summit bf the to\vn. 

Where stood Queen Ellen’s shrine alone. 

King Henry's troops igake Ibeir hrm sttOid 

As if each man thought his sole hand 

» 

Fought on that spot for th 0 *whule land. 

And from that summit of the town. 

On the four main>wayt looking down. 

At every bar, save one, they see 

The angers of th<aencmy ; 

And crowding helms, and ilLi^purred horse, 

Trampling o'er4he ncw-follen ooite. 

And forcing back each harrier>guard, 

• a ° 

hlonnt where that Shrine had lopg kept solemn ward. 
XLIIt. 

Tfiit Shrine, whm-^^ilence wont to dwell, 

C 

And listen to the breathing spell 
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Of midai^t hjmn^«er the lone psalm 
Of monk thm wooing the soiillp calm 
Or the long sweep'of trhiter'e itnnd. 

Like sigh of ^ind f 

Or winter wind, or summer shower 
falling on'l^ves of Abb%-bdwer 
That shrine of Edward's last^g Jove, 

Where reverend ste]|} alone might move. 

Which ev^ eye with tears tatveyd, 
tVhile every head it’s honi^;ei*^aid. 

Where tei^ercst thoughts stilf hovered round. 
And gentle visions blessed the ground. 

Wearing Queen Ellen’s mien and smile again, 
Who sucked the venom from her husband’s vein. 
XLIV. 

Upon the steep of Holywell, 

The strife of death had ceased to swell ; 

’Twaa filled with uayer and witii slain, 

And there alone did Wanridk reign: 

Yet slowly mount hit conquering train 
For hardly may they make their,,^y. 

So heaped tlie bleeding^bodigs ky. 
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Even tlie ^var-liorsc, when near the dead. 
Trembles befere the life-stream red; 

Bristles his horror-lift«l mane ; 

His tossing nostrils s|>eak his pain. 

Still, with distorted side-long leer. 

He -views the object of' his fear ; 

At last his shuddering feet uprear, 

At last the spur .assnil.s in vain. 

The warrior on his havk feels less. 

Though better might that warrior know 
The signs of suffering e^)d woe. 

And his own doubtful fortune guess. 

But ]>oor ambition, thoughtless pride. 

Bear him, scarce moved, through battle’s tide. 

X1.V. 

Tlien Clement left his raven-nest. 

And to a Saxon turivt pressed 

That o'er Afe northern transept rose, 

Where all around Queen Kllen’s bier 
He wide might view, and all might hear. 

Even till the battle’.s close. 

A.s he approached that tunf’t-stair. 

Lone were the Shrinds and Chantries near ; 
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No shadowed form on 6/ra’s aisle 
Stole o'er the drear length of the pile, 

But all so hushed the iccnc beneath. 

It seemed the hall and throne of Death. 

XLVI. 

(Element h,id gained the turret-fltwr. 

And ])ressed the massy oaken dtsir : 
Surprised lie found him.self among 
The Abbot and a younger throng 
Of monks, whos(‘ sight could pierce afar. 
.\iid tell the varying tide of war. 

From their full window he witlidrew. 

And to the si.stor-turret hied, 

Ihiat hstked on the same northern view. 

('ommanding o’er it far and wide ; 

Here—though a crowd of hooded kt'ads 
Darkened the double .Saxon arch. 

Fled from high tower and open leads/— 
Here might he watch the battle s march., 
xnvn. 

h'rom blessed Peter's tower on high 
To Ellen’s shrine of sangtitv, 
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No thwarting roof-tops then concealed 
The broad way of that fateful field. 

The long green vista ^||etcliid below. 
Straight os an arrow from a bow. * 

There, clcne around th^ ancient tower, 

•Iff 

Ince^nt fell the arrow^shower ; 

O'er graves and charnel vaults it flew. 

It cleared the streets in Clemcn|f<|^|fS(0u-. 
Duke Richard’s self, commanding there,* 
Had forced the northern barrier ; 

Wagld war o'er the long-buried dead 
And bjood u}x>n their homes had shed. 
And many a youthful warrior brave, 

In his first armour dressed. 

Fought even ujkiu his very grave, 
ilis morro\«6i final rest. 

XLVIIl. 

From tliat <lii0t tower the bmg bmad wav 
Was thronged with Henry’s band.'., 
Close pressing where their monarch Ia\, 
And where his banner, floating gay. 
Richard’s full force withstands. 
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Clement could not I)e Clifford see, 

Nor Somerset’s high blazonry ; 

But Buckingham’# pal^lan|p he knew, 

And^his white armour’s sjlverj hue ; 

And, while he gazed, he 8aw,^|im bow, 

Tlu'n rise Mild totter in 14^.8eat, 

And rein his charger to retrwt. 

A shaft has pieiKSSd l»is iron brow ; 

Me sinks to earth; the dark streams How. 

SI.IX. 

(Stafford, his noble son, fouglit near, 

But saw nolfwhen his hither fell; 

And soon the battle’s onward ^swell 
Cliccked, though not turned, his own career. 

I^'or, vain the terrors of his spear, 

A fatal dart his gauntlet caught; 

i'V-. • 

’ 1 was pain, not daugefi as he theught. 

And, heedless of tliat ])niu,vhe fought 
Till, fainting with tlie bleeding wound, 

He falls on henchmen pressing round, 

Who bear him senseless fr»m the ground. 


vot. III. 


Hk 
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L. 

But, yonder, on St. Peter’s way, 

‘ With long sweep and,|y;si.stless sway. 

The surge of battle rolls along, 

Ajid threatens eveu-^he household throng. 
Who-watch .their Kingjthis fateful day. 
And now, behold his banner there 
Bow low and totter in tlie air ; 

And now, from forth^his guarded hall, 

St. Alban's lofty Sefl'eschul, 

And Henry’s self, appear. 

^’et feebly did the King advance. 

A.S Wilding to some dire mischance. 

His vizor close, his sword in hand. 

And guarded by a noble bund 
And crowds of <Iemi-tance. 

i.i. 

He mounted on his battle-horse. 

But turned him from the battle’s course-. 

Or would have turned ; the, warrior steed 
■Showed daring high for other deeil. 

Ivoiig did hi.s vtuhhorn ne^E disdain 
To Wnd him from the trmiipet’s strain. 
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With prancing foot and curvet high, 

With spurning heel and arching mane, 
lie baffled still the guidftig rein. 

He would have borne Isis lord away, 

And jilunged him in the thickest fray, 

But that il friend, though loth to yii'ld. 

With stnmg arm bore him frbmthe field. 

Lit. 

Yet hardly through the gttrt* street, 

So thick the dead ami dying lay, 

(k>uld the guard find a safe retreat 
For Ilenrv, or pass on their way. 

Then Lancaster’s sad lieart sunk low, 

Ill could he linMik such .sight of woe ; 
Shuddering he turned aside^s head, 

While his steed stepped among the dead ; 
But still to his averted eyes 
Other grim shapes.,of horror rise. 

And " Peace, O! blessed Peace," h? cried ; 
While knights, who d’arded at his side. 
Could scarce restrain their rising pride. 

<c 2 
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And.Vhen their lord secure might lie. 
Swore round his Rose to live, or dai(|> 

Wf’' 

Ltll. 

And had our sovereign lady,' Dame 

Margaret, the Queen, been here, 

<*•' 

Her cheek had crimsoned o'er with shame 
To view her^iusl>and’s fear; 

Though Siirrou’ and disease ojipressed 
The ffrincely spirit in Ills breast*. 

Xot thus she fletf, ■\^'hen second war 
Dyed Alban’s <i«ild U’ith blood. 

But. high on ^’’ictory's iron car, 

■ Rushed through tlie purple flood. 

Bht pity teuipereil not her ire ; 

No tedr-drojj dewed hOr'eye of fire ; 

No halhmed fear her. conscience Tield, 

Nor piety her jiroud heart (piclled ; 

These viruio ', that ambition thunirt. 

Drew not up<i(|lier courst' rue rein ; 
Brought not the pause—the second thought, 
That passion's inijnilst^jnay rt*strain : 
Rapid and fierce.she j?,'es.sell her way. 
'Iliough Truth and Mbrcy bleeding lay 
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So, Gloucester, thy red grave might tell. 

When tnmirnaAAir thee St. Alban’s knell. 

LIV* ' ' 

Ganger, when braved, like coward flies. 

And safetj, sought, oft wayward liics ; 

And this King Henry’s heart. M-as taught, 

Even while he humble shelter suiiglit. 

For, ere he reached a cottage-wall. 

An arrow-jgound had made jiiin fall, 

But tliat his bund close round liinipiirong, 

And bear him on his steed along; 

<*■ 

And, wounded, bleeding, fainting, slow, 

A thatched rfiof shrouds a Monarch’s woe. 

LV. 

lleturn we now to Ellen’s sdirine, 

Whore, tlirongillg through the four street-ways, 
Ensigns and plumes still wavir and shine. 

And falchions Hph and helmets blaze, 

And flights of arrows dim the air. 

Rattling like hdil. 

On shield and mail, 

In chorus with the war^shouts thert!. 
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Aud still, where blessed Peter*s tower 
(yerlooked Plaiitagenet’s cliief ])ow||r, 

Still, in Sir Philip Wentworth’s care, 

Pioiidly the Iteyal Banne,? stood. 

But now, while onward swept the flood, 

That standard troinhled in the air, 

And foremost lied theitraitor-knight. 

Sworn to maintain that banner's rifikt. 

He fled, without a single wound. 

He fled, andcumlit onjthe ground ! 

Then, sctirec oj)posed, York's special guard 
Made dreadful havock down the street; 

•And, though below their way was barred, 

’Twas there tlieir whole force thronged to nii-et. 

VI. 

Long did the nobll^t of the lanj(|f« 

Bound Ellen’s monrvful bier withstand 
The triple-guided force 
Of Warwick, York, and SuliMbury; 

Oh ! it was dredflful truth to<iee 
The battle press it’s course 
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Up every way to that Hgh place. 

Where, crushed 4pto a narrow space. 

The band of heroes fought 
For him, who meekly wpre the croWn 
From sire and grandsire given down. 

By his own will unsought. 

It was a gallant, monrnful sight, 

To see those warriors few 
Die for tlnypause which thcj^ thought right, 
—Allegiance they thought due. 

nvir. 

And now the rumour faintly spread. 

That Henry wounded was, and fled ; • 

Nay, lay in humble cottage dead. 

Then first his faithful knights knew drc^. 
But, transient w'aMkuch sense oi^oe. 

And, “ Vengeance ! Victory!" they cried ; 
“ His son shall triumph, though hh died." 
Richard of York, the %liile, had sought 
Where the King wounded lay. 

And soon to his lowToof was brought. 

And claimed the prize of ^at fierce day. 
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Henry, tlidligh captive, theiTmight aee 
Hw conqueror on lionding knee, 

• With feigned ^it and Iwld pretence. 
Protesting trutSmid reveryice. 

In wily words, with jwor deceit. 

York said he never incimt him-ill ; 

That he had onlyiirn»e<l to meet 

Tho.se foes, who.se dork, amhitious will 
Had ruled his council^ and tharrealm. 

And shortly would his throne «i'erwhelm. 
But now. tho.se enemies tt'erthrow n. 

If Ilertry would their acts di.sowii. 

And rule the Knglish land alone. 

His true liege-SWyect he -would prove. 
And henoq^qj^i only seek his love. 

I.VIM. 

And thus swore all York’s subtle haiuT ; 
But. adding still a now demand. 

They claimed to giiard the ^iiig from foes 
Lest evil council should dispise 
His virtuous will to vengeful dee<l 
And, by retaliation, k>nd 
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To fatiui discontent^nd woe. 

•4 ' • 

Now, this urged Richard's subtle tram ; 
And.further " safety to maintain,” 

'fhey asked he on the morn woiil||pfeo 
To London, in their duteous care, 

And choose with them a council fair. 

i.ix- 

And thus, with humble look and Avord 
The Duke lii.s loftier hope deferred. 
Though t^ictory Avas on his*side. 

He secretly might oAvn, 

Time*had not brought on the spring-tide 
Might hear him to the throne. 

To win this venturous hattle-dayjj 
Such arts had now been tried 
As could not claim continued sway» 

Nor loogliis fortune guidet 
But, for the moment gratified, 

He left to future hot^ his claim, 

That surer he might Avork his aim ; 

And therefore did he lowly boAv, 

Though victor, to his capti^ now. 
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T,X. 

Soon did fair 8j)eech King Henry gain, 
While his heart, filled ivitli gfief 
For others’ jeopandy and jiaiii^ 

In words now sought relief. 

•' Spare, spare my people’s blood,” he said,< 
“ This moment bid the slaughter rest,, 
My ^1 shall then'by your’s be led* 

My pardon take for all the jiast. 

Lead me within the Abbey walls ; 

This scene of bl<K>d my be art appals !" 

LXI. 

Straight, M'arwick bade the carnage cea.se. 
And bleedmg strife was hushed in peace. 
That fateful moment T\hi> may paint ! 

Meet fnstartt for the joy of sainl^I 
The sword upraised withheld the blow,' 
That might have lai^n hrotln r low. 

Then,'sire and son, in arxnoi^ cla.sjH.-d, 
While almost each the <jther gras{)ed. 

And strove against the other’s life. 

Heard the low «train, tliat stills the strife. 
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They paufhe ; the Bte«le^%aask they raise; 
They gaze ; they sadder, and they praise 
Tlie song of Peace is on the air. 

Her snowy signal ^fating there ' 

One moment stopped the woe prepared* 
And death, remorse, and horror spared. 

Oh ! may that saintly moment be 
Enshrined in lligh eternity ; 

And there to blessed Henry give 
Such iov of Peace as he bade live ! 


E.NI> OF THE THIKD CANTO. 
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Now to St. Alban’s shrine was letl 
The captive King wKh royal guard ; 

. While Richard at his^^||}e kept ward. 
And Men-at-anns, with stately tread, 
Encompassing about him went. 

Beneath the Abbey's battlement. 

But, who King Henr^llSvvoes may tell, 

As Ite padfe^iiMi the blood-stained wa\. 
Where half his gallant nobles fell. 

And yet untouc}u[^||pl||;ov(ired lay. 

Scarce cold, uiwn the goaiy heap. 

Fixed in their last, unbreathing sleep !— 
The friends, who on this very morn. 

Since when but few brief hours had sped. 
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Had high sway in his aSuncil borne; 

Who bent with him the thoughtful head! 
Whose cy® J'cad !— 

Now, ever closed their earthly dream ; 

’ " S' 

All vanished, like a phantom’s gleam ; 

The veil withdrawn—the vision fled ! 

n. 

The Abbot at th#Abbey-gate 

The victor and the vanquished met; 

And«thence, with bunds in fuftnul march. 

And monks arranged in (|^er long, 

Led to ihe farthest eastern arch, 

With mourning chant from the full throng; 
Where Henry, on St. Alban's tomb. 

Sought to disperse his mental l^oom. 

in. 

Such Vision still is seen to mourn, 

When evening-twilight 
By him, who on that day’s upturn 
Stands silent by these walls— 

The vanquished Sire, the victoi^hief, ** 

The mitred Abbot pale in years. 
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Whose cheek seems furrowed o'er by grief, 
Aild sanctified by Pity’s tears. 

The pious fathers, side by side, 

And the whole .Convent’s choral pride ; 
Three times beneath the Chancel's gloom, 
They move around St. Alban’s tonib. 
Through open arclies tlmt appear. 

As once they wont above tb^ bieff 
But, ’when the dream lias passed away, 
Close, and are seen aS at this day. 

IV. 

It is a strange and fearful sight— 

The Vision of that dreary night! 

—To watch those shadows crowding by. 
Each moving in ordered place, 

ITike livitig form, with deathly face, 
Ojistinct, and busy' to the eye, 

With gesture true of solemn rite; 

Yet not a whisper heard, the while. 

Of step, or voice, upon the aisle; 

—It is a strange altd fearful sight! 
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V. 

But other scene, on that midnight. 

Has shook the sexton with affright, 

While passing o’er the glinunering nave. 
By the dim flame his lanthom gave. 
Sudden, on each low tomb around, 

A bleeding bier has seemed to rest. 
Where stern in Seath a warrior frowned, 
With funeral watcli-light o’er his crest. 

f 

Where’er the old man turned his view. 
Has seemed such face of liVid hue. 

But feel)lc ajje has fancies stranire 
Youth may, on that same midnight, range 
1-hrough choir and aisle, and nothing see. 
Save Norman arch and gidlery, 

And the brass-bounden grave of him/ 

Who sang the warrior’s <lying l/ymn. 

But, leave we now suclf idle dfeam. 

To mind the past, yet real theme. 

VI. 

Low at St. Alban’s tomb they Itnelt, 

The Conqueror and his King, 
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The ^lonarch hushed the p&ng he felt; 

Not did,the victor sing 
Memorial for the battle won. 

But, decent, mourned the slaughter done. 

. Then solemn, from the Cli’oir below. 

The hymn of Vespers rose, 

And, while meek Henry’s tears fast fltiw, 
Breathed halm upon his ^6cs ; 

But, transient was the sad rejMtse:— 

It ended with the \'esjH‘rs' close ! 

VII. 

Just where the King did lou ly lieiid, 

Lay Gloucester in hi-- grave! 

His truest counsellor .'ind friend, 

Whom yet he failed to save 
From Margaret's hate and Ik'aufort's guile, 
All unsuspicious hi*, the while. 

Of the fell hatred that tli?v hare 

His kinsmail'—and their murderous snare. 

And of his own progre.ssive fate. 

Had good Duke Humjihrey ruleii.l^e state. 
His truth had been his Sovereign’s shield 
Gainst treason*, ojien, or concealed. 
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Good Gloucester slept within this space. 

And Henry, sufferer in his jdace, 

Stood o’er his grave, in sanctuary 
From his own rebel soldiery ! 

Oh ! who may dare unfold 

The darkening thoughts that o’er his spirit rfjl'ed. 
And from his memory ^hreateiied.soon to sweep 
All j)aler records of lent; years, that weep; 

While, thus a captive, with Ips foe he bent 
•Silent o’«r bleeding Ciloucester’s monument, 
via. 

When service in tlie CHioir was o’er. 

The Alunarch and his train 
Passed piuvaid to the cloister-door. 

Led by the AhlM)t, 1 »s before. 

With the full chagnted strain, 

• 

To rest in royal chambers nif;h, 

' « 

The honoured Abbot’s guarded guest, 

Beneath the velvet canopy, 

Whose couch he, oft iif peace had pressed. 

How different »1his present state 
From that he once haii knojvn. 
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When Westminster proclaimed his fate 
Was Fi^ce and England’s throne ; 
When, passing from the tapere’ glare. 
Just curaWred with Ihs crown of care, 
With infant smile he laughed to see 
Such, crowds and blaze of pageantry ! 

IX. 

Ah! had he dimly then perCeivetl 
The scaHit of the gift received. 

Stained with tlie bWd of former times 
And thickly set with deadly crimes, 

'' Gleaming with woes and passions dire 
From ‘mid Ambition’s smouldering hre 
How had he shrunk, aiK wislied to lie 
“ In shades o^ quiet privacy ! 

And, ere he wore it for his own. 
Renounced at once his father’s crown. 
Now, all it’s terrors blazed, confest, 

4 

And ^ace for ever left hi.-< breast. 

Yet might he not his path retrcad,t^ 
And give from his anointed head 
The diadem his fathers gave. 

Which fixed him for a party’s Slave. 
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X. 

Hard was the heart, and stern the mind. 

And to it's own contentment blind. 

That could unloose a kingdom's woes. 

Within that painful crown confined. 

While firm it circled Henry’s brows ; 



Rouse from it’s loir in Time’s dim night ; 
tVy “ Havock!” and pursue tj^e prey 
But for Ambition’s holiday ! 

Hard was the heart, and dark the mind ! 

Such his, who Henry’s path beside 
Marched where the convent-train inclined. 
Beneath the Transept’s vaulted pride. 

XI. 

And*thus was raiige4 the stsitcly inarcli. 
When the King passed the Trs^sept-arch 
On his riglit-hand the Abbot w.dked, 
Mitred anjf^in his cope of gold. 

The pious nio^rch’s gift of old; 

And on his lefi^uke Richard stalked. 
Straight from the place ^ war came he. 
Nor moment spared his casque,to fr^; 
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Aloft the white plume proudly rose. 

But soi^ with crimson were it’s snows, 

And Henry paid a hitter teay 
For e!^ry gore-drop sj)eaking there. 

Beneath, the liou-passnnt crest 
His royal lineage profe-ssod ; 

And vizor up might darkly show 
The meaning of his anxiotis hrow ; 
WhilndRichard’s f«»riii iind stately grace. 

His stature liigli. and iniirtial pace. 

Decisive hwic, and eye of fire, 

Steaiiy, thoiigli keen, and cpiick and dire. 
Gave contrast to King Henry's air. 

Who, wan from w from grief and care, 
iloved with une<jual»4itop and slow, 

With n'eari(>d countenance of woe, 

And u'eeping, nith'uplifted eye 
Of meeknesft%nd of piety. 

\ii. 

The reverend father, hy his'side, 

Ttiough pale and howed with dtte and age, 
Still showed an asjrect dignified. 
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A look of mildly-tempered pride. 

Such as doth love aud awe engage. 

As some tall arch, in fretted state, 

Left lonely 'mid the wreclj^ of fate, 

Though perished be each gorgeous stain 
That coloured high the 8tori«‘d pane ; 
Tiiough broken be tlie moulded lin^ 

That flowed M'ith grandeur of de.sign ; 
Tliough shades of many a hoary year 
M'ith lights of silver grey are there ; 

Th’ awakened mind yet more supplies**' 
Tlian Time has stolen from our eyes ; 

And o’er the ruin’s desert space, 

'I'liat arcli,throws high and slAdowy grace. 
tV’raps us in pleasures almost liolv 
Of reverence, love and melancliolv. 

xm. 

Through the great cloistiy pa^ed the &ain. 

Where the carved trefoil windows glowed 
With many a rich illumined ]MUie, 

By liring Whafehampstede Ix'stowed. 
Large was the verdant jihitn -wiyhin. 

High the arched walks encompassing. 
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Note darkened was that long-stretched way 
With AlBan’-s hundred mo^s ; though gay 
In scarlet copes went Chancellor, 

T|jp noble Stcfward, Sc.ncschal, 

And officers in the rich pall 
They wore on solemn festival; 

In snowy state, each Chorister, 
Chauntingj,before the mournful King, 

Till'he had reache<l that guarded door, 

' •* 

WTiero* tall and light, tlie arches soar 

'V - ” 

That-lift tl# Chapter’s vaulted ring. 


Then part the King and priestly band, 
Who, in long line, on wither hand 
Bend lowly, as he n^es along. 

Smiling upon the coaled throng, 

To the last murmu> of their song. 

Still marche^Duke Richu^ at his side. 
And still the Abbot was his guide. 

A different train recced tire guest, 

* 

Sooa as he moved from his short 
soldiers, with helm and joke arrrayed. 
Lined the long walk of cloister-shade, 
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That lay between tbb a\)bey aisle 
And royal lodge, a stately pile. 

A royal homage still they paid 

In the meek hymn the trumpets played. 

How felt the King, when close he viewe^ 

Hands drenched witli his good people’s blood. 

And looks that said they held in ward. 

And still would hold, titeir sovereign lord ! 

XV. 

In the King’s Parlour wmtea now 
Poor banquet, served in saddest m(||d. 

Where pages round their monarch bow, 

And ca])tivc knights indignant stood, 

To view their injured King^lStow 

« 

ilis speech u[K>n his subtle 

Who wrought this day of blood and woe. 

* ft t , 

With starting tear of gratitud^ 

And pity, good King Henry viewed 
■ "* 

His faithful servants near him stand. 

And here attend— a |uisou(i^baad. 

Not Richurd’s^uth, nor courtesy. 

Had placed them hcre^,but policy. 
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Ai^^exay, thQ)^ no| thns dcM||ivil[|, 

Sbch ^ instead of troth lifeeive^. 

Vili)lot for him the wos^il-bowl, 

A 

St^e not tliu minstrel-string; 
Theetf nsy^pot o’er his saddened soul 
, f Tivjeht brief delirium fling: 


F6r he has passed^among the dead, 

And Truth’s great Icseon there has read, 
.^from. ead face the mask slie drew. 
Am shot^w what phantoms pursue! 
VKhilqjllPm^yandering troubled eye, 
s dtrifeful progress seemed one sigh I 


XVI. 

'But short repose theij^jjlluet gave, 

JErcr.Warwick end F.iU|||^i8bary^crave 
Aud^oe of iiini tlicw gu call King 
And many a wily gu sst they bring. 

Straight from #ie field thi r j|uie in haste, 
Ibfrinned^on aO points to the last. 

N<nt to the Council-r.|||^ repaired, 

hai4§.si*<l uiin^^tlleir woun^|^ Lord, 
'l[(|^gu Ins pardons, and^ipi^ar(j^ 

The tndtobi, who his life yet spared. 
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The Abbot to fts iHiamber drew 
(His heart to Henry ei^ true) 

To gain a quiet pause, though sad,— 

Percitoce an unseen teai! to shed. 

And lift his thoughts where oft they 
xvn. 

Then order to the Steward wedt, • 

That hospitt^le cheer 
Should to the Abbey gates beisent 
Of bread and meat and beer ; 

And to ^&oh soldier, friend or foe. 

Dole from buttery-hatch should go; 

But other store of food was small: 

* A*** 

For thoujiands thronged in mban’s wall, 

\nd every townsman’s l)oard|||u spread 

For victor, or for conquered. ||| 

Now, at each postern and low g&te, 

The Monks dispense to^l, that wait. 

What fare they may: but, who can show 

The groups tlat, gathering 14lbw, 

Now stood beneHh the revereiid tower. 

Emblems of battled bledding heur ? 

eoL. III. . L 
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WafT were their features, 6erce,thotifeh foiat 
From toil and hunger and <^smtty, 

Just 'scaped with life the deadly fray ; 

Their o’erstrained muscles quivered still; 
"Their eager eyes, suspecting ill, 

Werfe watchful yet of all around. 

Even on this consecrated ground. 

The brokeiBarmour's crimson sheen 
Showed w^t the owner’s lot had been ; 
There gtimly did the cap of steel 
Eyint bif strong battle-axe reveal, 

Or cuirass, bearing sign of spear. 

Proved Death had threatened entrance here. 
All were so changed unth dust and gore. 
Their nearest friendlt^ad passed them o'er; 
And their strange,, nrife and broken tone. 
Not wife, nor courted la8.s had know'n. 

XV ui. 

While thus beneath St. Alban’s shiule. 
Panting, these band*%f Havock stayed. 
Round crowded pwch and {lostefii nigh. 
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Some outstretched on the graves are laid, 

On lower wall some rest the head, 

They ne’er again may hold on high. 

And some within the sacred aisle 
Lean on an altar-tomb the while. 

And, dinging down the bleeding sword. 

Instead of offering humbled word, 

Greet with (fti oath the watch-monk Acre, 

VVho.se low-breathed hymn and pious eare. 

With kindest awe and gratitJide, 

In all*but basest hearts ill passion had subdued: 
XIX. 

'Some, too, there were, wjbpaA evil eye 
Scowled on the Monks, as they supply. 

With kindness meek, due sustenance, 

Sweet’ning the Iwuiity thi^ ifispense. 

•* VV’ell may they give of ample store, 

Wrung from the lanS and famished poor. 

To brilH> us to forbearance now 

• 

From plunder of their shrines, I trow! 

In 

Metbinks our swords, feave something won 
L 2* 
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From lazy Msnks, who liW i’ th’ sun 
And roll in riches of the land ; 

While others^ by hard toil of hand. 

May scantly live from day td’ day. 

Yet, listening to their cunning saye, 

Henry and Richard bid us ‘ Nay.’ * 

Let such folks in a bonvent stay ; 

But, by St. Alban’s cromi of gold. 

I would not—I—for thAi withhold 
From treasures now within our reach. 
Though Kings command and Abbots preacli. 
Then, rousing from his sullen mood. 

Such soldier snatched his comrade’s food ; 
And so displayed to humblest sense 
The motive of his fair pretence. 


END or THE rOURTir CANTO- 



CANTO V. 


THE EVENING AFTER THE BATTLE. 
SCENE—WITHOUT THE WALES OF 8T. ALBAN's. 


In angry gloom the sun went down 
UjHMi St. Alban’s bleeding town. 

While sadly many a Red-rose knight, 
Escaping from the ruthless fight. 

Traversed the woods and wild hills round ; 
.And ever sought he tangled ground, 
Puthle.ss and dim and far away 
From peasant-foe, wno might* convey 
Notice to Richard's scouts and Lands, 
Prowling for prey o’er Alban’s lauds. 

11 . 

Oft would the lonely Warrior start 
At glance of arms, shot through the shade. 
Where bright the*\vest^A sunilbeam played. 
Judging some foeman watched'apart ; 
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And Strange it was, 'inid<^rake and btlih, 

«< 

Where only might he guess to see 
Sweet violets slee])ing to the hush 
Of southern breeze, ’neatlj oaken tree,— 
Strange there to spy a warrior’s casque. 

Or cuirass gleam, or steely mask ; 

An eyeless horror, stem and still, 

Amid the peace of leaf and rill. 

It was but hartless, throjvn aside, 

Wh(jse cumbrous weight had stayed the flight 
Of some sad comrade of the light. 

In tlie laie scene of evil-tide. 

These armour-signs, if spelt aright, 

Might tell whose fo<jtstep8 he might trace 
Along the rude and desert place. 

i"- 

Oft would he pause on woody hill. 

Listening if all ^vere lone and still. 

And oh ! how still it seemed and lone 
To one csc^ed fnun liattle-bray. 

From raging and from dying ifioan 
To Nature'i grand apd way ! 
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How calm he^breathii/gs, pure and clear. 
Among the linden foliage here! 

How fresh and gay it’s blossomed spray; 
How sweet and good her smiles appear ! 
Sublime her ordered laws and true 
Moved o’er the landscape’s evening-hue, 

And solemn in the thunder spoke. 

That, far off, on the hill-tops broice. 

Sublime her stormy lights and shade. 

Which all the stretching view pervade. 

Her storms no moral evil show. 

To wort— like human tempest—woe ; 

But health and goodness from them flow, 
Quickly and sure as tears of Spring 
Tlie Summer’s fruit and beauty bring. 

IV. 

The Red-rose Knight, who frolh the hill 
Yet watched where wood and vale were still. 
Had ’scaped, though woundetl, from the strife. 
And hardly ’scaped with limb and life. 

He fought, until King Henry’s host. 

By tr^chery foul, uql, igeakness, lost. 
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Were pressed, at all points, on the town. 

Deceived, betrayed, and trampled down. 

This loyal Knight of Liancaster, 

Tho^h not in Alban’s prison bound, 

Was not yet free from anxious fear 

For friends, who fought upon that ground 
« 

And yet he lingered on the hill 
With parting look, and listened still. 

As if his eye, or ear, might glean 

,r. * 

Tidings of that now distant scene. 

V. 

He heafd, |>erchance, faint trumpet-strain 
Marabal for watch some knightly train ; 

Or neigh of charger, high and shrill. 

And sounds perplexed and dubious thrill; 
Or 'larum-drum and shout afar. 

The dying trcmour ot the war ; 

•Or, deep and full, St. Alban’s bell 
Roll on the breeze the warrior’s knell. 

And he would gaze, with sad fijre^vell, 
WTiere yet the gliding splendour falls. 

Along those wjcient towers an^ walls. 
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VI. 

Tlironed in tbe vale and pomp of wood; 

The Normah Abl ey darkly stood. 

And frowned upon that place of blood, 
Beneath the lowering w^tern cloud ; 

Till the sun, from stormy shroud. 

Looked out, in fierce-, yet sullen ire, 

• 

And touched the towering pile with fire. 
Below, each battled turret seemed 
The IMartyr’s crown of flame to wear ; 
While, through the airy arches there, 

The suiT's red splendour streamed. 

But trausept-roofs and aisles between 
Lay stretched in darker tint and mien, 

^As if they mourned the slaughtered dead. 
Laid out in blood, beneath their shade. 
-Slowly the vision changed it's h&e, 

111 sullen mists the sun withdrew, 

A ball of lurid fire, from view. 

V'et curving lines of burni.shed gold. 
(Traced where light clouds their edges fold) 
Through the red haze, lus station told. 


SS5 
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Then Evening fell o'er all the'vale. 

Faded each tower and turret pale; 

Till, shapeless, huge, obscure as doom. 
The .Abbey stood in steadfust gloom ; 
Vast^indi.stinct, and lone. 

Like Being from a world unknown ! 

VII. 

While the n orn Warrior gazed his last. 
The death-lH‘11 spoke ujion the blast. 

And now, while he beheld afar— 

Himself secure—that place of w-ar. 

And heard again that deep death-bell 
Aloug the evening breezes swell, 

Each moment waked a tendere||,fenr. 

Each toll made one dear friend more dear. 
He marvelled how he c«>nld have fled. 

Uncertain of their tate ; 

And back resolved his steps to tread. 

And .seek to know their state. 

Then, through the gloom he bent his way. 
Led by the Abliey’s solemn lay. 

'High music on the soul it played 
Of thoughts beyond this earth’s low shade. 
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VIII. 

Though on St. Alban's tower and town 
The shadows of the tempest frown> 

In softened shade, along the vale, 

P«ace seemed to dwell iiii twilight pale. 
O’er the long, fading forest line. 

Village and haftilet, hid beneath, 

• • 

Sent up on high their silent sign* 

Of evening cheer, the thin grey wreath ; 
Village and hamlet, that by* day 
Veiled in the slce]>ing shadows lay. 

Or, in^blue distance, gave faint show 
Of roofs and soci.d scenes below. 

Ah! treacherous to ^eir own repose! 
Such Wreath betrays to watchfid foes, 
Scowering the hills and heath-land nigh, 
Where dear, though humble, treasures lie. 
And the bright-blazing hearth may share, 
Though not the crimes, the woes, of war. 
To other eyes such blaze might sjwak 
Of succour, that they vainly seek. 

For bleeding wound, for ebbing life. 

For fainting nature’s h&t, lalt strife. 



228 


sx. •alban's abbey. 


Vaiu hope, it fades upon his sight; . 

The Warrior’s eyes are dim in night! 

No arm his sinking head may prop, 

No light hand dry the cliilly drop ; 

The damps of death are on |ps brow. 

Oh ! for some aid—some comfort now ! 
That NOW is jiassed, he breathes no more • 
Unseen—unheard—his pangs are o’er ! 

IX. 

Where were his friends when he sunk low 
Knew they no strange presaging w<k- ? 

Felt they no instinct of that hour, 

No touch of sym])athy’s deep power, 

Run o’er the slniddering nerve^jund wake 
Tones from the heart, that anguish .s])nke ^ 
Like to that lyre's prophetic call, 
.Self-sounding from the lonely wall. 

Whose only utter.iiiBe was a sigh, 

To hint when death, «ir woe, was nigh. 

Ah, no! they talked, or laughed, or sang, 
Uncon-scious of his dying pang.. 

No eye wept o’er his low ly bier. 

The dew of heaven his only tear ; 

A n,l vifrlis of eve alone wtge h^e, 
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Rustling the light leafes o’er his head, 

As if they mourned the Warrior dead; 
Making his stillness seem more still; 

More sad the shade of grove and hill. 

Here shall he rest till distant day, 

In the deep forest'k uiitrod way, 

Coihned in steely arms alone ; 

And, for carvc^l sepulchre of stone. 

And foliaged vault of choral-’aisle, 

The living oak, with darker smile. 

Shall arch it’s liroad leaves o’er his hirni. 

Poor sfiroud and gtianl from sun and storm ! 
The woodlark shall hij^requiein sing, 

Percht'd high u])ou his hrancliy tomb; 

-Vnd every morn, though morn of Spring, 

Shall o’er liiin sprea»l a mournful gloom ; 
And every e-ve, at twilight pale, 

Ilis chaiitry-hird shall sweetly wail ; 

And glow-worms, with their watch-torch clear, 
\V:ut mutely round his grassy bier. 

Keeping ahsif from his dark rest 
Reptiles, that haunt the lAiir, dnblet;t; 
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Till other Morn her cold tear Bhedj 
And 'balm anew the soldier dead. 

XI. 

There was, who, from her distant'bower. 
Watched all that day St. A||pan’s tfiwer. 

As if its visage could have shown 
The dreadful tale it looked upon, 

And told to her the doubted fate 
Of hi^ on wIk^i her fears await. 

Who joined King Henry, on that morn. 

Oh ! shall he to his shades return. 

And through the oak’s broad foliage view. 
Once more, the vale and mountains blue 
May then their peaceful braufljies wave 
High welcomes o’er his knightly plume. 
Or, shedding deep their saddening gloom. 
Muilniir low dirges o’er his grave ? 

XII. 

Pale with anxiety and fear. 

She in her silent bower must wait. 

Her plsj’ful infants cam^ lmt there? 

Her spirits ill their songs could bear 
While doubtful of thdir fiither’s fate. 
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At times came messen^r from far, 

With various rumours of the war, 

“ His lord had late been seen in fight!” 

So told the fleetest of the flight. 

Another had beheld him'till. 

When Warwick burst the barrier wall, 

A third, report of fell wound l|rought ; 

• 

A fourth, that vainly he wijs sought. 

Slight rumours all—yet each some dread of ill-.. 
In heart of lovely Florence did instill. 

xtii. 

In oriel *and in alley green 

By turns she sat, or walked, unseen. 

TR’ unfolding buds o^Jlpring were there, 

breathing delight upon the air. 

Health, life, an J joy, l)y song of birds 
• ^ 

•Vs well are told, as if by words^ 

Tliose opening buds, that breath oTjoy, 

That song of birds did but annoy 

Attention, that fur fiiiut^ sound 

Listened from Alban's Ifeurful ground. 

Oft on the calm there seemed to float 

s * • 

Rlurmur confused—a trumpet's notd,— 
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Dull beatings of a charger’s hoof— 

The sliarjjer clash of arms aloof— 
Tumultuous shout—the unset cry— 
Signal of some, that meet and die.— 
\VTM»e summons heard she ||l thatwall ? 
Oh ! AT THAT moment who might fall ! 

XIV. 

Attention each fine sound pursued, 

Till do^bt and distance seemed subdued 
She listened then, as if her ear 
Could bring each jihantom of her fear 
In real shape before her sight. 

There glowed the terrors of the fight ! 
She saw her loved lord wound^sink. 
And slowly from the battle shrink. 

With not a hand l^s arm to stay. 

Or help him, where he bleeding lay. 
Farther she dared BBt—could not, think. 


Aghast and Inotiu^es.s, in trance,. 
While such ter^fio. visions giii!a|^. 
She rose up from her jiale despair, 
1 lis fate to soften, -or to share'; 
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And she, who from a snmmer shower 
Would fly to covert of a bower; 

Whom thunder tortured with alarm. 

Though sheltered in his faithful arm; 

Who lived in priv^N^’s round. 

And joys in cares domestic found 
(The cherub^milc of infancy,. 

The look of love, still watching by) 

Whose heart would to best music move— 

The music breathed by breath of love. 

The music of Affection’s eye— 

That varied world of harmony ! 

Even she renounced all feeble fear, 

Pfessed by a danger n^re severe ; 

.And felt the spirit of the brave. 

When her mind’caught the hope Bo save. 

XVI. 

Till near the falling of the sun. 

It was not known the fight was done; 

And then, that lady’s ijiessenger, 

\V^ilh face, mat spok^before his to^se, 

Of horrors, that round Alban throng. 
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Brought hfeary news of Laacoster ; 

Bat tiding of her lord came none ! 

A dreadful silence wrapt his name— 

Tlie pause, ere foils the lightning’s flame, 
Might be just image of th^ame.'*^ 

Without a tear, without a sigh. 

She read dismay in every eye. 

Unbreathing calmness o’er her face 
Now veiled, with melanclioly grace. 

Her courage,—moral courage,—love. 

That soon their truth and strength must prove. 

XVII. 

One ancient servant, faithful found. 

She chose to guide her on her way, 

« 

And search with lier the blood-stained ground. 
Where dead andavounded still m^ht lay. 

In vain that humble steward sought 
To win her from ^ch daring thought. 

And told the dangers that await 

% 

Wide round St. Alban's blading gat^^ 

And she, who ne’er had vieiv#i the fa8e 
Of slaughtered man, how might she trace. 
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How bear to look upon the field, 

Where their last breath the vanquished yield ! 
How search for face of her dear lord. 

Or, finding, live and aid afford ! 

w^i. 

Florence a forceful sigh suppressed, 

“ Haste ! not a inoment'Way we rwt. 

Such aid even now he needs ; away ! 

He bleeds—he dies, while we delay 
“i^ow, lady, may you reach the town. 

On public road, unseen, unknown ; 

And seen and known, how, prison-free. 
Escape the grasp of enemy ? 

A shorter path j)erchanee might lead 

• ♦ 

O’er open ground of heuth or mead ; 

But that was viewed by every ey^ 

• 

WHiile through the forest’s closes way. 

The dim ])aths far and widely stra^ 

How reach tlie guarded barrier ? 

And, lady, hot||^ight yo^^ endure 
The weary patfi; or h(»# procure 
Tlie pass of posted warrior !”— 
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** My purse such posted guard shall gain. 
My palfrey bear tne, while he may ; 

My purpose will my steps sustain; 

Away—to horse ! away, away !” 

xik. 

By sense of duty thus upheld. 

By strong affection thus impelled, 
Florence must quit her Sheltered home. 
O’er desolated tracks to roam. 

In chamber, gallery, orieled-hall. 

Her home was deadly stillness all; 

But stjllness without peace—more drear 
Such stillness, >11100 the War’s career ! 

It seemed, as tlirough the hall she passed. 
Murmured a mourning trumpet-blast. 

She turned, as sadat died away, 

And, M'hile the slanting western ray 
Played through a casement’s ivy wreatli. 
And touched the armoured shape beneath. 
That Stood, like guardian <»f tlie hall. 

By stair, where fearful shadows fall. 

She thought t^c corslet heaved, as life 
Was there beneath, with death at strife. 
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Perhaps, ’tis glance of ivy-leaves 
Trembling in light her eye deceives. 

XX. 

.Short pause she made within the court; 

Her steed received her as in sport. 

When fresh from cheer of green-wood shade 
Though now no soft caress she laid* 

Upon his glossy neck, or face, 

Nor gave him word of gentlb grace. 

Yet did he know her, though the ’guise 
Might wenj) her from a .stranger’s eyes; 

And pawed the ground, in mantling joy, • 

Anjl arched his crest, and turned his eye. 

And champed the bit, with nostril wide, 

And laid his playh»l head aside, 

As asking welcomes fibni her hand, 

And suing for it’s light command. 

XXI. 

Old Leonard led through forest-way. 

And pointed wlttre St. Alfian’s lay. 

With look of grave and anxious thought^ 

The sun those lofty turretsibrought 

» 

» 
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Full on the eye, that, at their sight. 
Sickened and darkened, as in night. 

Yes, though slie felt the western blaze, 
Strange glmnn, all c|ieerkss, met her gs*e. 
She saw the sun—Ifec knew his beam. 

Yet seemed in dimness of a dream! 

With mir^led grief and tOTor filled. 

Her spirits scarce their task fulfilled ; 

Yet did her will it’s purpose hold. 

As might the boldest of the bold. 

Right onward, as the path might go, 

She pres-sed, ,to meet the coming w«e; 

The fanning air her fr.ime sustained, 

And firmly -still her steed she reined. 
Though on the Abbey-tower her gye 
Was fixed—that fetwer would seem to fly ; 
For, though at utmost speed she went. 
More distant seemed it’.s battlement ; 

And, though she knew her palfrey moved. 
That he went forward was not provad.^ 

XXII. 

Though true ;^nd g6od tl a long-loved «te«d, 
His weary limbs relaxed their speed. 
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He marvelled at tfae pace she hied, 

And would resent the whip she plied, 
(Unused to feel the goading pain. 

And fretting with a high disdiUP,) 

Had other hand hut held the rein. 

Often would Leonard now implore 
That, till the forest-flwidcs were o’er, 

His lady, for his m,a.ster’s .sake. 

Some caution for herself would take, 

S»T tempt St. Alban’s dangerous wail, 

Ere deepest gloom of evening fall. 

The sun was'yet up>ii the towers, 

.\nd lighted yet her roofs and bowers. 

XXIII. 

Florence once ttirned her weary sight. 

And, in the landscape’s lieainy light, 

*fe 

Viewed the peaked roofs and glittering vane. 
Where slept, in peace, her infant-tniin. 

A sigh—the first she long had known— 
Burst from hc^ breast, and fell a tear ; 

But 'twas not grief she felt, nor fear 
’Twas desolation, hopeh4is, drear! , 

She seemed in this vast world alone; 
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’Reft of her joy, hex. guide, her might. 
Even life itself was desert night. 

XXIV. 

St. Alban’s, onward a»athey*drew, 
Spoke fearful symj^oms of^he war; 
Tumultuous murmurs, cri^ afar, 
Wild roar, tfiat distance did Mibdue; 
And oft, from path unseen, was heard 
Horse-tramp, or shout, or solemn word ; 
And heavy sounds of woe and pain 
Led to ,the steps of wounded men, 
Unhorsed and j^ndered of their annli^' 
And jealous still of new alarms. 

V 

These Leonard questioned of the fate 
Of ftiends within St.^ban’s gate. 
While Florence, with attention dread. 
Apart, in silence, beat her head. 

Little he learned; for scant they knew, 
'Wildered in tumult of the light. 

Of what had passed beyond their view; 
But in one ta^ they all unite— 

The plundcrii^ fury df the’foe 
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On those whom^they o'eitake in flight. 

And theii relentless, coward blllF; 

All nrge the strangers to beware, 

Nor Alban’s fatal barrier dare. 

<mx-v. 

Then ancient Leonard urged anew 
The dangers would hw^ptarse pursue; 

And (Florence yielded now her ear. 

By truth warned, oot by idle fearJ' ^ 

He led where steed might hardly go 
Under the stretching, Iieechen bough, 

A scene of d^ repose and gloom. 

Hushed ns smne lonely aisle, or tomh» 

So*hushcd, that here the bird of May 

Amid the leaves begtpg^her lay ; 

' . 1 . ' 

Not the known lay of joyous mftm. 

But midnight hymn, sad, sweet^nd lorn; 

Y et sometimes, as her cadence fell. 

Strange mournful murmurs seemed to swell— 
Sounds indistinct and dark, to wall, 

Or darkly hint, some dreadful tale. 


VOL. in. 
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XXVI. 

Sudden^ wbet% opWing branches yieU^ 
Florence beheld the tented fiejd. 

Beneath St. Alban's walls afar. 

Spread with the vai^^s li: y of war. 

Broad, moving masses she might view, 

And hurr^^ig bands’of glefl^J hue 
Preparing for the coming night 
And trains of h'<^e, whose armomr bright 
Flashed radiance to the western light; 

And trumpet-signals faint were heard 
And 'fiu-—halloo and shouted word. 

All that thd#" lived, seemed strong in strife. 
But 'twas fuBcomforts, not for life— 

All that there lived !—alas,thought! 
What strife of hope and fe'ar it brought! 
While o’er the seen*? St. Alb.an's tower 
Looked sternly on the passing hour. 

xxvir. 

To this wild scene of war’s ‘array,— 

Where busy atoms of a day, 

EnCrosted with bri^f rule, had proved 
By what slight springs their force is moved. 
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Opposed—great Jl^idare tranquil lay. 

Though on flie hills, far to thF^^R^est* 

Dark thunder-shado%vs awful rBst, 

There pow^r and grandepr semi combined 
With stillness, as of l||podin^nindK 
The purple gloom lay deep and wide, 

Save where the um^i^i^ splehdqprs gl^e 
Broadly and silent o’er the vale. 

And touch with life the forests fihte. 

XXVI n. 

While Florence watclied, beneath the shade. 
The camp in Key's-Field now arrayed, 

.She shrunk, as danger seemed inore^ear, 
found impatience conquering feat; 

And, urging on a >|||id flight. 

Ere hindered by adyalcing night, 

» 

She looked, perchance, upon tiic way, 

Where now her dying husband lay 
Urged by such tliought, she puuacd no more; 

And, as the Ahbeyy*guardian roof 
Might shield him, should the last be o’er, 
There would she seek her first dread proof. 

M 2 
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XXIX. 

She turned her Bteed^%nd.gave the reu^ 
But checked awhile Ms course again. 

As from by-way and ne<jr slie heard 
A slow wheel priteiiij^llie {^g||pu-sward. 

It bore, beneath the veiling shade. 

Some wounded chieftidn ]on4]F .laid. 

In dread attention Florence sees. 

As the light steal» through parted trees, 

The mute train turn the jutting bank, 
(Where the high beech, of silver rind, 
CaughtHhe slant sunbeam ere it sank,) 

And througfi the deponing forest wind. 

The level radkuce, shooting far 

%.' J- 

Within the shadows, touched car ; 

And, glancing o'er a steely cresp, 

Flusiied the wan vist^e in it pressed. 

Too distant fell^h^ slanting light 
To bring the featu^jp forth to sight ; 

But played on falchions drai^n around, 
Giiardwg^their tdiief o'er dangerous ground ; 
And gleamed upon the silirer %adge, 

* I 

Of lofty servitude the pledge. 
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XXX. 

Florenofe re^Rined the impuM stroi%, 
That woi^d have fin-ced her t/fthat throng, 
And Leonard hastened *0 e:t^ore 
Some signal of the CUtf thef bo#, ^ 
While she, within the deepest gloom. 
Watched, as for sentence of her doom.. 

She marked, when he o’ertook the chief, 

No gesture of surprise, or gwef. 

Soon, where the broader foliage slied 
It’s gloom o’er woodbanks high and steep, 
Beyond the warriors’ wa^there cregp 
^ sandaled group with hood^ head. 

Silently from tlw t%ibrage deep. 

This pilgrim-band scarce be knonm, 
Clad in their amlae grey. 

From tint of boughs with mo^ o’ergrown ; 
But that some clasp, or chainlet shone, 

And ruddy tinge their faces owM’ 

Of the full Westeam ray. 

Ttxxi. 

As from the pass that^hi^own train 

t 

Sought Alban’s sheltering aisles to gtpn. 
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Unknowing that the wcff’a'tad ^j|M^e 
Had thither hrot^ht Duke Richard’s^flPkcri/ 
Sudden^ the woun^etl Chief they meet. 
And, doubting, wonting, pitying, gredt. 
Leonard, ^vhi|| ^e drew nea% o’erheard 
The*meeting Pilgrim’s hailing wwd. 

And question, on 4he spreading ^var. 

And who was borne upon the ear ? 

There lav Eurl Stafford, wounded sore. 
Whom Buckingham must long dejilore ; 
Then prompt good wishes they exchange, 
Sta^e of t^ roads and pass declare. 

Give news of war, and counsel fair 

V 

How best the Pilgrims ma]|^n|g|age 
Their distant way, throiigy i i e fc ^ path. 

To gain, ere night, spmc quiet <?i%arth. 

XXXII. 

Leonard asked Ridings of his lord 

From all who, liund that (deeding car, 
Halte(i.with watchful eye ai^gunrd. 

Ai|^ v^ritfus rumours of tie war 
They told, of chiefs /daiii^,^ s^ed, or,|ie<l; 
Clifford and Henry too were dead : 



KVEftlN'b AFTEE THE "aA’ittt.. 247 


Brief and u^ure^l^ alirthey said. 
Baron rating? He was 8lain~^ 
Some told, .and some denied agtin. 
Leonard, o§ mention of l^is djestb. 

With eager look and tnfpnblihg breAh, 

itr 

Straight to the Chief himself addressed. 
His question ; who, howe’er dfstressed, 
Upraised with patient'courtesy 
His languid head, for brief reply: — 

“ 'Twas said, that, early in the strife, 
Fitzhar^iug fell, yielding his life 


To Richard’s sword ; but then such tale 
Should not as certainty prevail; 

For those engageAjijipiur^ent fight 
*Know not wltu falls Ueymid their sight." 


XXXIU. 


Ere yet the hasty talk had passed. 

Swelled on the culm a clarion’s blast; 

'f hen sudden and near shout t|Riped high. 
And pain and terror’j^mingled cry. 

The Earl gave signal •» proceed ; 

And wishe» 5 ,warm Ihe Oinfe/ence close 
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For life and health and iMMse 
The car then <nove<i with feeble speedy 
Fixed in dismay^e Pilgrims stood. 

Till Leonard, pointing ^hrvugh the wood^ 
Told where a |ittle dim patlwwonnd. 
Remote from Alban’s fatal ground. 

Then bent he with the fearful tale 


To Florence. How may he prevail 
To lead her home ? How soothe her woes. 
When his dire ne%vs he shall disclose ? 

XX3MV. 

^Vlule^she h^ watched his steps with doubt. 
•She heard the faint punning shout, 

And marked where trailed th^'Aiaitnnt rout. 

jwf'- "tSr 

But, even here, where all sreflHfedHione. 

The dreariness was her own: 

At times came iqieare^ voice, and yell 
Of wandering bands, or bugle’s swell 


In signal-call, or l|B!(||liter loud/ 

Horrid to her, as voice from ^^^ud ! 
Others .lhBf^*were who shutiAd the toad, 
Anziofis to reach some safe^abbde, 
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are yet the broofUig Ufkipest fell;. 

For so ibe l^estiires teemed to tell 

* ^ 

Of men, vbo, on the wild heatlHbmed, 
And pointing where the red gloom burned, 
A moment paused, aa.^ to sly 
“ How dark the storm comes on our ! ” 

XXXV.* 

Sudden, while Silenpe slept around, 

Her courser listened, as if sound 
Disturbed his watchful ear ; 


With feet outstretdied and rising mane. 
Averted head and eyes, that strain. 

He gazed, in stiffening fear ; 

1'hen reared, and, with a r^ive bound, 
.He bore her from fipt learful ground, 

Ere she had aught perceived ^ dread. 

Or sound had heard, that terror spread. 
Vainly she tried to rein her steed ; 

So docile late, he kgpps his 

Though now they meet a hagi^d group, 

' * 

Who, with fierce gestae and wild jrhgop. 
Would check' his rapid flight; 
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Trying, when near, to snaMh ; 

To chase, when passed; but still'in 

^ V * 

He bears her flliaa their might. 

XXXVI. 

* •' 

Pencil alone may traofe such.|Voe 
As ^rkcne^aithful Leonard's brow. 
When he had reached the oak’s lone gloom 
Where F^lorence dared to meet her doom. 
And found her not! But, while around 
He searched the close embowered ground, 
A form terrific fixed his eyes. 

Sheltered within the tfiickest shade, 

. jS 

There lay a p;de and dying head ; 

In blood an armoured^’arrior lies ! 

It was his lowly, faltering groAn.!. 

His citsquo, where stray light had shone, 

» '' 

And miglit give glinpise of ghastly face. 
Betrayed bim to tlie startled steed ; 
Who bore his i^tress off tit speed. 

Ere she his cause of fear could trace. 

« 

xxxvn^ 

Ere Leonard, 'ueuth the darksome t>ough, 
Might the dead form, or feature, know. 
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A fearful sou^ s^lHl and bigi^ 
Upon tbt rushing breeze went nigh. 

A shriek it seemed—again he hMrs 
The voice, that siunmoned aU his fears. 

f • 

Once more he listened, but the breeze 
Rolled lonely o’er the bended trees. 
And died, but, as it swelled 4igain, 
Brought on it’s tide,,that note of pain ! 
Leonard, ere yet the plaint might close, 
Turned hi.s good steed the way it rose. 


KNU OF THK FIFTH C.VNTO. 



CANTO VI. 


THE EVENING AFTER THE BATTLE.'" 
SCENB—WITHIN THE TOWN AND ABEET OK 
ST. ALBANS. 


Thogob now, within St. Alban's wall, 
Was hushed the turmoil of the day. 
The crash of arms, tlie Chieftain’s call, 
The viset shmit, the dtffton’s bray. 

The stfilness there w;i.s scarce less dread 
Of those, wIm}, lookiiij^*^!! tlie dead. 

In voice suppressed and tremfai^;; spake. 

As if ttcy feared the very sound, 

Or, that it might disturb, <*r wake 
The victimi^tretched around. 

Yet, sometimes, ’mid tliis cahb of fear. 
Rose sadden ctiSb of woe most drear 
For friend or kii^man found. 

But, though the slain filled all the ground, 
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No brother yet'^bied MBther move. 

Or close bis eyes with pious love; 

And, though auud that ghastly'band 
Lay chiefs and nobles,of the land. 

Yet might no man hie pity prove; 

Nor herald take his fearful course. 

To know and name the new-made corpse- 


II. 


Earl Warwick ruled that woeful hour. 
What were compassion ’gainst his power ? 
How many, fallen upon that heap. 

Warm and alive, but succourless. 

Had there unnoticed found the sleep 
His will might never more distress ! 
While he disputed, plumed, arranged 
Ambition’s little dream of fame, 

Or with his peers, or knightsfexchanged 
Some narrow points of rival claim. 

And thus it went tiE l^fen-tide; 


And then the mit/cd fathers’ cry. 
That those who had, on each side, died. 
Should rest %vith equal honoqys here. 
Was coldly granted; while aiear ’ 
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Of sad^J^t gity filled hisleye, 

\VT»o plead^ for such ministry. 

The monksj too, asked an armed band 
Might round their Abbey portals stand, 
And j'et another guard tlieir %vay, 

WTien tlicj’^eir pious duos shrtuld pay, 
And step amid th’, unhallowed troop. 
Who o’er the dead and dying^l^Bup- 

tit. 

Then went the heralds on their round, 


Proclaiming forth the : 
Andj^llowing on that blood-stained ground. 

York’s plundering lancenien s]>ed. 

And then, sustained by courage high. 

Pale brothers of the monastery. 

Solemn and still and sad ^nt by ; 

Nor shrunk they, wifii an useless fear. 

To do their ^wful office here. 


IV. 

Then straight were borne to Alban’s aisle. 
Rescued by guard from wanton spoil. 
Dead chief 00(4 prince and^noble knight. 



JEVt^Iire AFTEU THE BATTLE. 355 


High plumed, and harnessed for the JghV 
To rest, all in their steely gear, 

In consecrated ch^el there; 

Knights, who that very morning rode 
Beneath the Abbey’s tower. 

And hardly owned the earth they tro«^- 
Or any earthly power. 

So light in bo]ic, SQ^^^h in pride. 

Pranced they to battle, side .by side : 

Now under Death's dim flag enrolled. 

Their transient story no|^ all told ; 

Still, comrades, side by side, they g<^ 

And side by side, though slmined in brass. 
Must soon into oblivion pass ; 

Scarce word shall live, nor sign, to show 
What spirit’s dust ^leept.there below. 

V. 

’Twas well Duke Richard granted guard ; 
Much need had they If warlike ward— 
Those hooded monks and lay ; 

Since arnumr rich of men they bear 
The coiujuerors might strive^to teat 
F'rom the dead corpse away. 
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And hardly dM the guardian sword. 

Or written si^ of Richard’s word. 

Deter frocn bloody fray. 

And scarce the palls the i\bbot sent. 

To shade the noble slain^ 

While throijgh the open street they went. 
Could hide bright casque, or chain. 
Oft would a sullen murmur ngl. 


From lancemen rude the porch beside,* 
That the rich armour they had won 

Should be preserved foi^chieftain’s pride 
That they, who braved so much of toil. 
Should share not in the hard-earned spoil. 
They laughed in scorn, when it was said. 
Such spoil would in the grav4}‘l>e laid. 

Fit shrouding for a warrieif dead. 

Forty and nine of desd alone 

Then bear they through the gate ; 

And many wounded men uriknown, 

Their pious care and pity own; 

Too oft in dying state. 
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VI. 

How mournful was the scene'and dread 
Of monks around t^se warriors dead^ 

Laid out in aisle anc^ n%ve, 

When, through the western window’s height. 
The red sun, ere he sunk in night. 

His last sad farewell gave"! 

His beams a darkenedl glory threw, 

Tinged ivlth that gorgeous window’s hue. 

On every vault and arch on high ; 

Glanced on each secret g^ery, 

And half unveiled it’s mystery ; 

While,«hrine and bier and form of woe 
Lay sui^k in shadows deep below« 

^rand as the closing battle-hour, 

Yet gloomy as it’s fateftil'power, 

Hovered that light above the Main, 

Last light of their last day, and vain. 

VII. 

Twas at this hour of‘twilight pale. 

When curfew-bell gave heavy wail, 

A Pilgrim to the Abbey cam^ 

Brief rest and timely aid to claim. 
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While seated in Refectory 

Thus did he to the warders state, 

Tlmt, trustin^l^o no bravery. 

But to his honoured weed, his tate. 

He pa.ssed alone the tented line 

Of Richard’s camp, his outer guard. 
And the town l/arfier’s watch and ward. 
Now, when the Abbey-bandiliakcd sign, 
Aud answer due to th^ir watch-wi»rd. 

He ne’er before their pass had heard. 
Then other means he tried to gain 
The warders, and tried not in vain ; 

His gift bestowed, he pressed his way. 
Where t!im the coij|yent portal lay. 


Lofty and dark that porch>4aFos(;, 

By htathe vaulting shown, 

W’hen the tossed torch a red flasli throws 
O’er thick-riblied arch and crowning rose, 
And hooded face of carved stone. 


W’liile passed the dead and dying^^rough. 
There watched the PUgrim, hid from view. 
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Within a turret’s dusky stair. 

Whence he might note what aorpse they bear 
He watched, with ^^ed and tearless |^e, 

'fhe warrior's death>march crowding by. 

IX. 

Under tlie gloom of portal door, 

On bier and shield while soldiers bore 

• 

I'he ho])cle3s wounded and the dbad, 

Pale monk# with lifted torches led. 

And Abbey-knights in silence ward ; 

s'' 

Following came lancemen, as rear-guard. 

The dying forms, then passing by. 

Showed every shade of misery, 

Mingling with warlike pageantry 
^me lay in (piilted brigandine, 

Others in ludishcd ^rmeilR»shine. 

And some in surcoat blazon 4 >(f high. 

Some were in 'bossed and damasked steel. 
With threatening crest and plumed head ; 
'Fhesc tlie closed helmet-bars condeal. 

On others the |^sed vizor shed 
A shade athwart the eyes more dread 



260 


8T‘. AI^AN’s ABaSY. 


Even than the wounds it might expose. 

And some there were? whose shroud-like mail. 
Binding t]|||i chin and forehead pale. 

Would all the dying look disclose ! 

O ! that poor look, that sinking eye, 

Wken glanced a light firom torch on high, 

Held by some mute o’erbending monk. 

Of ghastly air and visage shrank; 

Whose wanness, though of different hue 
From his, that lay beneath his view. 

Yet, seen beside the living tint 
Of ^nen, who bore the corpse away. 

Seemed but a fleeting shadowy hint 
Of one, who h^^ lived yesterday. 

As with still step he passed along 
The wounded and the dj^g th-ong. 

X. 

Once, as the grave's dark guests pass by, 

The Pilgrim’s sad and bursting sigh 
Betrayed him in that shaded hook ; 

A.nd, as the sound fell on the 
Of monk, attendant oh^he bier. 

He raised his torch around to look. 
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It showed him but the pertol-roof, 

The studded gates, long battl&>proof. 

The low-browed dow and turret-8t^r, jM» 
And not the dark weed restii^ there. 

And, had he spied that pilgrim-weed, 

The form beneath he might not read. 

Nor guess the world there hidi tlie^fears. 
The trembling thought, that sees and hears. 
In every shape, in every sound. 

Image, or hint of grief profound ; 

The pang, that seeks the worst to kno^^, 

9 

Yet shrinks, and shuns the meeting woe, 
Aft'ection’s pang, o’er-watching care, 

And, sickness of the heart! despair. 

Yg* ; it was Flori nce there who stood, 
Watching each pa.ssing owpse. 

And waiting till a finntr mood, 

Might bear her on her course. 

XI. 

And, when the mingled crowd was passed 
Of living and o^.dcad. 

And the great portal, clos^ so fast. 

Echoed no sound of driad. 
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^2 

On noiseleoe foot p&Ie FlorMice pncoil 

The Abbey-court-—and^oister traced 
. ’ » 

And hall md chamber's gloom. 

Forsaken gallery, dini^tsyr. 

Remote fW>m steps t>f ceaseless care. 

l^ast thronging rou^ the tomb. 

No voice througlj stillness stole, jio somul 
Through all the videiy vaciuit rOitiad. 

Door after door, in loyg display. 

Still led where di^taIlt chambers lav 
.Shown by tix^I lamp, or tajH-r’s rav. 

XII. 

By such ray. trembling on the gl-ioir. 

She passed through many a vanlteil room . 

In one .she paused, flung back her bisid. 

And, with an Ciiger fretH^, vii^wetl 

• 

What, silent, in theccentre stood. 

The board, that feasted living guest. 

Behold ! was now the dead man's retd'^ 

For banquet-cloth—a windiitg sln*et ! 

That, lifted by the face and fee^ 

Veiled, yet made knowq|||y*ome form of death. 
Laid out, unwatchcul^ unwept, l>eneath ' 
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Honour had watched living Soutse, , 
Terror and Pity wound hilleorpse. 

But Sorroy bend«%ot by his bier ! 

Though now, perchance, her steps are near. 

• • 


XIII. 


A siiuddering instinct yet if^hhcld 
Florence from seeking, who was veiled ; 
And erea the^'dlitEd uncertainty 
Whose countenance she hcre^might see— 
Kvcn this seemed momentai^ nhield 
From truth, that might be there revved. 
With eyes fixed on that winding shroud, 
Pf^^rless slie stood beside tlie dead ; 
Came o’er her sight a misty cloud ; 

Through all her frame a tremour spread 
A stillness of the heart^^ trance 
Held her, like statue in advance; 

One hand just raised to lift the veil, ' 
But chedt^ as life itself must fail. 

If one ioyed face should there lie pale. 

A mum4xt pa-ssed—she raised the shroud. 
Fell o'er her sight a darjgjg clo^d.' 
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No cry she ’ dropp||ljl no tear; 

But sunk beside the W^lrior’s bier. 
Th6rei)y a lay>faioak was she folbd. 

When passing on his wonted round; 

There, like a broken lily, laid 
Half'hid, within her pi^rim-shade; 

And thence, hopel^ core, conveyed. 

Tholigh closed the Abbey’s outer gate. 

Still, through low pOTCh and po8tern>door, 
Pikemeu t^ dead and dying bcnre ^ 

To the near aisles, where monks await, 

And watch around th’ expiring cliief. 

With aiding pity, silent grief ^ 

And every form of horror view. 

Yet calm their duteous tfljc pursue. 

Clement, the Monk^ )yas, on this nighty. 
Shrine-WiScher on the s'mthem aisle. 
Pacing o’er brass-bound graves the 
By the pale, sickly, waning light 
Of yellow tapers, ranged in state 
O’er tombs of the^departed great. 
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Under the transept’s shliBed 
.No victim of the war was Bd; 
.Yet, as with slowH^d heavy trea^* 

Passed on the bearm of the dead, 

1 • 

Clement a prayer of requiem said. 

XV, 


From these new relics of Tier’s t^e 
Turning, i^di^i*™ assuage 
To look on marble sepulchre. 

And ponder Latin register’ 

Of those, who-roled here in past age.^ 
He thought of Frbdbrick tbb Bold, 
Lail^sut in monumental brass. 

Who, casting off his cope of gold, 

^med at all points stood in the pass. 
When Norman Willi^ cifiBe of old ; 

And, spniBg himself from r«^al race,^ 
(Canute, the Dane, spoke in his-vein) 
Defied -{^Conqueror to his face. 
Clement almost saw his form— 
That 'v^|like Abbot, rising dim 

yoL. III. N. 
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From the grave's s&ep, as iqgiued by storm 
Of battle, then approMtiting him } 

And could‘have thought his armSbr's gleam 
Did through the chancel>8badom stream; 
Nay that his very Shape stood tiiere> 

With face all haggard, won and spare. 

And plumage dlftring o’er his crest. 

As if wild hivror it expressed- 

XVI. 

Was this a vision that he viewed. 

Wrought 1^ o'erwatching of the mipd ? 

It seemed along the shade to wind. 

And rest in thoughtful atti^de. 

All in tlte aisle was lone and still. 

But from tha<«listant nave a thrill, 

A murmur deep and stilled broke ; 

Where monks. aS tliey the dea9^aid.|ifUt, 
In voice of strange lamenting spoke. 

As if half fearing, half devout. 

Clement, the way that moaning came. 

One moment turned his eye : 

What was it shook his loTty frame i 
What wrung from him ,hat sigh 
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He drew upon his face liia hood/ 

Deep rapt awhile in thongtttfiil mood j— 

When able to lilt up his mien, 

Ik 

On the choir-step |^at vision stood. 

That unknown ^ade, so dimly seen. 

So woo>begone and stern it's look, . 

The Monk with sodden terror sho^. 

« 

He signed hinuctf, and passed the vrSf 
Where other shrine-watch yet might stay. 

XVII. 

It waved hiin>back with lofty Sign, 

Then trod the aisle alone. 

In stately step, to Catherine’s shrine, 

Atad spoke in stifled tone. 

Dut Clement, still o’ercome with dreid, 
Before that warlike jmage fled. 

It was no fl^tom thnt^itood there, 

But a true knight of Lancaster ; 

Who, 'mid & crowd of monks, that bore 
A wanrhn: through 8tt Mary’s door. 

Had here a dreadful refuge ta’en 
Among the dying and the slain. 

N 2 . 
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He craved of Ciment Becrecv> 

* ^ ^ 

That he m^lit here in shelter be. 

Having escaped, a^ midnight hour. 

From those, who watched aroui^ this tower, 
xvin. 

The ^lonk, well pleased with fear to part. 
And aid Ltani^lltriaA Knight distress^. 
Welcomed tiw^tranger to his hearts 
And freelf granted all his quest. 

He pointed^ a little stair 
'Wou^ hpward o’er flle transept there ; 

He pointed, but they heard, remote. 

Dull, measured footsteps ^11, 

And saw tlirough IVIary’s portal float 
Slowly, a Sj^e pall. 

Distant, upon the aisle it turned, 

Where Gloucester’s chautrjlltapers bunMMI. 
The stranger stood, with brow intent 
Upon that mournful vision bent: 

.So pale and still, though stern; his look. 

Image he seemed, forsook of life. 

But that his crest^g |)iumage shook, 

And told of passion’s strue. 
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All reckless of himself he stood} 

While q|i the bearers drew. 

Till Ciement^rouse(|him from hik mood. 
And led him front their view. 

XIX. 

Within a little secret door 
Of this side ai^e, they now explore 
A stair, that goes within the wall 
To galleries on high; 

These run behind close arcades small 
Along the transept nigh. 

The^arches round, the pillars short, 

C capitals uncarved and square,) 
ing each single arch to pair, 
^em by rude hand of Saxon wyoug^f 
Or Norman WilipnI’s earliest ttain: 

So massy i8 their shape ^d plain. 

Hid in these gi^lariee, unknown. 


A stipnger long might be, 

Yet on the shrines and tombs look down. 
And all there passing sde. 

Such channels ran, in dqpble tier, 
Throqgh e^ery aisle and transept here; 
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Yet goes not on^ nnehecked, the round 
And bendings of this mystic ground, 

f * 

But, broke by Mdrfdow, arch, or pier. 

The narrow way is often found. 

XX. 

Within th&t lit^e secret door,, 

A few steps of the Choir before, 

Clement the mournful stranger led, 

While passed, upon his funeral bed. 

Unwept, unknown,|thBt warrior dead. 

* ■** 

The paU had shifte^'ftom it’s hold. 

And showed a casque of sted and gold, 

A LION PASSANT CTCSt ; 

And, just beneath the vizor raised. 

The eyes, for drer fixed and glazed, 

A warrior's deatk confessed. 

Two men-at-arms stepped ftbwly near 
A Poursuivant, before the bier ; 

And, as they passed, the Knight could hear 
The watch-monk, Clement, feebly say, 

“' Who passes to his graven I pray.’* 
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The herald deigned not word to gife. 

Save “ Live King Henry! Henry live!—” 
The Knight then, in his secret oell. 

No longer might his feelip{^ quell; 

But stepped upon the msle to Idnti, 

What friend or comrade he must mj;um., 

XXI. 

The bier had passed away the while. 

The herald at it's side. 

And, as he turned upon the a^. 

Where nave and choir diviift? 

Thl'jitranger did Poktcullis know, 

And princely Somerstit laid low. 

W(th trended head and doivnward eye, 

He mused in grief to see 

The Chief to oft of victory. 

Whom last he viewed *dhd bifiiners high 

And trumpets’ pride and shout of joy. 

* 

While thus the warrior dwelt in thought. 
The Itfonk, respectful of his pain, 

No word of consolation sought. 

Impertinent ,and vain; 
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But watched him, widi a low-breathed aigh. 
And look of gentle sympathy: 

.Till the Knight, fearing further stay. 
Turned round and sigu^ the M<mk away; 
And Clement led up the fli^ft, 
Tha1^open||d on the gallery height. 

XXII. 

The beams, that rose from shnne and tomb. 

Broke on that stair-flight’s distant gloom. 

As now the Knight and Mcpk ascend ; 

<» And, seen beyond tew arches there. 

Tall fretted windows rose in air, 

- And \dth the trsuuept-sltadows blend 

Dim form of warrior and of saint. 

Traced gloomily by moonbeam iaint. 

These words the Alonk at parting gave, 

* 

" Sir Knight, wbate/er you may tee 
Within this hidden gallery. 

Sir Knight, be watchful, mute, and brave: 

The way is little known, 

An(} you are safe from human ill 
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If you shall secret be and still 
I leave you not alone I" 

'nie Stranger yielded to his willj^^, 

But answer made he none. 

Yet much he mushd on the dar|||^rd. 
That might som^lmward hint affiwd 
Of those he feared, ^s night, to^'see 
Changed by Death's awful mystery. 

XXIU^ 

Within the pillared arcl^ unseen. 

He stood and looked beneath ; 
Transept and aisle lay deep between 
This angle and the Nave's long scene 
Of suffering and death, 
pbscure in that far distance, lay 
This scene of mort^ misery; 

And, where tall arches laise. 

Each arch, discovering the way 
To what beyond might passing be, 
some dread group disclose. 

Pale phantc^s only seemed^ glide 
Among the torches there, 

N 5 
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And stoop upon the tomb's kaw «de> 

In buBf^silidl^ care: 

Unseen the deq^t^ulform below* 

Unseen the pale* reflected woe 

On miens, th^||gych woe 8ha%; 

The sable cowl appmred al«nie, 

f'’'. 

Or glimpse of halqf, or corslet, fhown 
the red torch’s glare. 

f"- 

Distinct, no sound arose, n^r^ord 
Along the vaults and arches spread, 
Save that low murmur, shrill and dread. 
Which in the CJ(pir Warrior li«»d; 
While still the heavy march, a£sr, 

Brought on new victims of the war. 

Down the long south aisle swf^ his eye. 
Upon whose verge two ^Ihrmits lie; 
Athwart that aisle, in largest gtwyn. 

The frequent torch was seen to glide, 

li 

Borne by the heralds a£ the twnb • 

And, hunriag to the cloister-side, 

. ♦ ‘ 

Lay-monks of^bdn upon the bier. 
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Into the dorxnitoiy n«»> 

Bodies where li£s,xni{;ht yet abide. 

And, ever as the Knig'ht beheld^ 

Those mournful shadows go, 

0 0 

•Terror and higludoapatience 8<i|g|ied, 

The fate of Offends to know 

XXV. 

Then sadljgthe withdrew his eye 
From scene o^ Death’s dar^ pageantry. 
Shaped out in ga^jio strai^e. 

And bent it on the-view below, 

• f 

The southern transept’s gorgeous dow. 

In long andtordered rang^‘ 

Of chantry, chapd, and of shrine. 

Where lights for ever were to shine. 

And priests for ev^—ever pray 
For soul of those, whose ni%tal clay 
Within the still, o(dd marble lay. 

On high, the broad round arches 
That pro|l^the oentral tower. 

Where, noikh and south, ^l^long re^ goes. 
That either'transept grandly shotH 
In full perspective ftovrot 
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Dimly thoii arches hong in ni^ht> 
InteminaUe 

While rose the >l||p^ piers to viev> 

The distant torch tl^.shadows threw 

I 

Broad, dark, and far j^round- 
Like Warders o’er this gloomy ground, 
•I'iiose Norman pil^iNk stood and frownedK 
XXVI. 

On either side, in transe^-wail, 
Whei%rise four painted ~***~” 

^ow sileti?, dark and lone 
Four dedlpated chapels lay. 

Receding from t|||gdpe|^u’sy. 

Whence rose due orison. 

Tapers beamed on each altar there, 

’Mid image carved and picture fair. 

In one the priest sang ni^tly prayer 
For Tynemouth’s Prior, Delamere, 

Once ruler of the Ahbey here. 

Not that within this chapel’s shade, 

Ilis coffined bones were S?|glaid; 

But in the chancel, graved on brass, 

, < 

His stately fonn,'mth mitrcU head. 
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8till guards his loir imd sUent bed. 
Where he such hapg|» hours did pli^ 
Calm is the countenance and wiseao 
With lids, that shade the^ thoughtful eyes. 
So exquisite the graven plate. 

So fine the fiorm, so old the state, 

Ob ! may itHhig be sparedL the falbr 
Of other sad numoriols near, 

Tom ruthlessl^wom reverend bier 
Of abbot, knight, of prhpt and peer. 

XXVII. 

As now the Stranger caught some strain, 
Memorial of the iflvly slain, 

Or heard thu tender notes that plead 

t 

Fpr s^it freed from mortal weed. 

Pity and grief his^eyes ©pressed. 

And tears fell on his warrion breast; 
Such requiem might his'father need*! 

He turned him from the moving strain. 
And paced the gallerynlim again; 
Wit^uick udeqoal step he’^Rred. 

And oft that gallery retraced 
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Once, as he reached the farther end, 

.n 

Another pathway, low and smalls, 
Winding withhiti;h9 eastward wall. 
Seemed far away to bend. 

EHtf OP THE SIXTH CANTO. 



CANir'o vrt. 


SCXN£ IN TH£ MON^iTERT. 


I. 

Thb Warrior stood, andi^antelled where 
The secret way he spied might gp. 
Whether to turret high in air. 

Or to some penitace-cell below ; 

When, as he looked, a beam of light 
Dawned through the gallery’s long night. 
He passed upon that silent way. 

And came where many a dartlhg ray 
Through the broad Saxon moulding stray 
Of a deep, jealous door. 

With massy iron studded o’er. 

Undbsed it stood, yet nought^tween 
Of cell* or winding stair was jeen. 
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He paused, and anxious bent hja head, 

For a faint mailii^ seemed to rise. 

Like that of mourn^ o’er the dead 
He would not mumer’s tears, surprise. 

But the murmur died rentote. 

Nor any sounds on silenc^^oat. 

It might hav^ oome from hearse of death. 

In chancel-aisle, unseen, beneath. 

He passed the jealous Saxop door. 

And stepped up(y| a covered floor! 

Within appeared a chamber small. 

Crowned %vith a vaulting, rich and tall. 

With slender central staff for stay. 

Whence the traced b^ch of leaf an d flower 


Spread, like 4 shadowhig sumpier-bower. 
Wliere evening’s slantcbeame stray. 

lU. 


A velvet-curtain, drawn aside. 
Showed bay-recess, of fretwork pride, 
Y^ere, o§, the window's stately brow. 
Vision of angels strove to glow. 

As waiting orison below; 
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For there an altar was array^, 

And consecrated tapers shone. 

That such poor feeble homage paid, 

¥ 

As mortals pay by fi 
Beneath that curtain's 
Were ancifflt reliques, set in gold ; 
And, open on the altar, s^ • 

A missal, gold and velvet bound. 
And (m the step, just pressed by Icnee, 
A cushion 'broidered rdund. 
llie down had not regained it’s sheen. 
Where the low bended knee had been. 
Yet there no living step was seen. 

IV. 

lihe moon kept' her still wa^ on high, 
'Mid surges of a stormy sky ; 

And, on the fretted window’s ^ane. 
Illumined the. rich pencilled stain 
Of groups, that wake and die, 

.As sweeps the varying shadow by. 

Now, as those angel>fonns appear 
And vani^i in the shaded-air,. 


inva alonqi^ 
sweeping fwd 
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Most strangely seemed' each transieiit face 
Some guardian spirit of the place. 

A moment stood the Kn^Lt to gaze 
Upon this chapel's cycling bound; 

The blazoned walls showed helpful phrase. 
And the b^b scenes a§ holy ground. 
O’er an arched dof^, that cai^ht his view, 
St. Andrew’s shielded sign he knew, 
Car\’ed on the stone, and, close beside, 
This Abbey's mitre-crest of pride, 

Another shield, with wheat-sheaf, near. 
Spelt of the Abbot ruling here, 
Wheathampstede of the lengthened 
A moment stood the IQpght, to gaz<l 
Upon the beilding form above. 

As watchful in its fretted cove. 

The sainted bishop—Bishop Blaize. 

VI. 

Another form, of air serene, 

••{bove th6 Saxon door was seen: 

Saint Duiyitan, he, whose harp all lone 

ftiMnmiilaii!? jm stmdW laelastiai tone, ■ 
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As if from airy choir, at eve, 

Whom mortal eyes may not perceive. 

With careful pai^je the Stranger*viewed 
Thatf Saint's enraptured attitude^q 
A crystal lamp, suspended high, 

Xouched with keen light his upward eye f 

As if a beam of heavenly l|^y 

Fell, while be watched a seraph’^way. 

And listened, in mute ecstasy 
The slow ascending strains decay. 

So finenhe passion of his eye. 

It seemed to speak both tear and sigh ; 

And the fallen drop upon his cheek 

Spoke tnoreiSum words themselves may speak. 

He passed the door Vith cautious trCad ; 

It to a vaulted chamber led, 

Witli storied tapestry dressed around'; 

A screen of carved oak was it’s bound. 

In lofty oriel, light and rich, 

O’ercanopied, like moral niche. 

King Offli, as the moonbeamwglide. 
Glimmer^, in pall of porple^de. j 
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AboTe> the trefoil-traced pane 
Displayed, in bright and varied stain, 

Th’ allusive arins, or cognizance. 

Of Abbots, ^ng departed* thence. 

This bay looked on thevplatform green 
Of Abbot's cloister, that was seen 
In streamy light and slaitting shade, 

fij the tall transejM's turret made. 

. .(!k 

¥t(nn it’s bowed roof a silverlight 
Hung, and a trembling radiance shed 
O'er the worn brow and hoary head 
(With snow of seventy winters white) 

Of a lone form, that sat beneath 
Pallid and still, as slfkpe of debth. 

The Abbot,' in his diitred chair. 

Wearied with grief and watch, slept there. 
And, from such deep and kfnd repose, 
Such seeming peace of heart as now 
Beams blessedness around his brow. 

Oh ! must he wake to former woes ? 

vin. 

To the am^ed Kni^t^ho near him stood. 
He seemed a Saint in tranced mood. 
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Or who had breathed his soul awaj. 

And left below the pallid dajr 
Impressed with sign of heavenly }>liss« 

Instead of mortid happiness. 

On the Iiigh desk beside him lay 

The blened Sriptures, shown "by light 
Of waxen tapers, branching there^— 

The study, that had closed his day. 

And calmed the terroira of the night 
With heavenward hope and heart-felt prayer. 
His crown of earthly honour stood 
Behind him, and a purple hood 
Half^rouded, in it’s stead, the snow 
That slept, like moonlight, on his brow: 

I^is vest andftnnicle of gold. 

His ample train of graceful fold. 

And all the ]>omp, that Ind arrayed 
His presence, when the King was by. 

Now dropped as cumbrous pageantry ; 

He wore his robe of etening-shade. 

IX. 

The Stranger, careful, watche^ this vest; 

Scarce breathed the sigh,* that .heavAd his breast. 
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Nor even the gaiihtlet>handa ongrasped. 
That, on his first approadi, he clasped ; 

Nor did his liftedijitep advance, - 
Lest any sound might bre^ the trance, 
That spread it’s bleming veil of peace 
Upon the sorrows ot that face. 

So rapt the Warrior stood and still, 

* 

His very plume obeyed his will. 

No# waved, nor trembled oi#the air. 

But watched, like mourning honours, there. 

X. 

Changed were sleep’s soothing visions now ; 
A frown shot o'er the father’s brow. 

He breathed a deep,-yet feeble moan. 

As if his dreams had sorrow known ; 

And shuddering with the mutt^d tone, 
The fancied grief, histsenses own. 

He starts. A knight in armour there! 

In silence by his. sleeping chair.' 

How has he passed, unheard, unseen, 
those, who wait without the screen— 
The page and chaplain 'fi'aiting there f 
An armed knight before his chair! 
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He gazed, with startledf anxious eye, 

Yet marlied, as soared the plom^on ]ugh. 
The mimic red-rose, blooming by. 

And, where the vizor overspread 

Eyes, whose keen fire, through Pity's tear, 
A softened, trembling lustre shed^, 

(As stars through fleecy clouds appear.) 
fi) tliat red-rose and gentle tear ^ 

He knew a knight of Lancaster ; 

And by that glance, those features bold,' 

'fhat gallant air, that warlike mould. 

He knew his race and lineage old ; 

And, while his knee the Knight had bent. 

And revere*tly, with humble head, 

• 

Craved shelter in his Abbey’s nave, 
hleek from his chair the Father leant. 

And, with spread hands, his blessing gave 
And words of kindly import said. 

“ Baron Fitzhardingl welcome here.—" 

Tlie Abbot paused in generous fear. 

Welcome! alas! that ma} not be, 

In lodgment with your dhemy. 
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ni-come! I {ear>*^n this sad ^oor, 

_ % 

Where you may rue IJuke Richard’s povrsr 
Ror here, this sugl^, his court he keeps, 
While royal Henry captiTe sleeps." 

XII. 

Now, when he heard his King was there, 
FitzhariRag eiU things well could dare. 

To see and greet his royal lord. 

But soon the FathW's solemn word 
Assured him the Bttempt were rain. 

Duke Richard’s guard and courtier-train 
So closoly hemmed the conquered King, 
That such adventure might even bring 
Death on himielf, and dread to all 
Sheltered within die Ablfcy wall. 

Nay, if the Baron here were seen. 

Request and bribcdSlii^t fail to screen 
From Ririiard’siiudden rage the life. 
Sought by him foremost in the strife. 

XIII. 

Ritzharding felt a diirii o'erapread 
His cheek—and sternly raised his heqd> 
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At mention of requestftO'Bhield' 

His life from bim be sought in fiqld; 

But cheated his, speech, apd his pride, 

While he stood hy the Abbot’s side. 

The Vather sq>oke with pitying sigh, 

" In secret cell you safe may lie 

Till the dark storm has passed by ; 

• 

And such a shrouding cell is uigh, 

. But must be sought witliout delay. 

For even here 'twere death to stay." 

And, while he spoke, he looked behind 
And listened, in his chair reclined— 

’Twas but the hollow meaning wind. 

And then he asked by what dark way 
The Kidglit this chamber did essay ? 

XIV. 

Again a sound; and now wasJiepd 
A heavy step draw nigh ; 

He left unsaid th’ attem]>ted word. 

And backward turn,ed his eye. 

Where, distant, stretched the oaken screen. 

And paler grew his pallid cheek, 

VOL. HI. *0 
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While hifi dlfii j^et the fbota|^p8 seek 
Of one without—^unseen. 

He signed Fitkhardiog to depart 
And wait within, till signal made: 

But the firm Warrior’s swelling heart||’ 

His lingeri|ig footstep stayed. 

XV. 

From the carved screen and ante-room 

A Monk, with countenance of gloom. 

Came fiorth with feeble pace and slow. 

With frequent pause and stated bow; 

The shaven circlet on his head 
/ 

No scapular}' dark o’erspreid. 

Nor dimmed the pale lines on kis brow, 

>• 

Or the faint do^vnet^t eye below; 

Yet, as he came with sullen tread, 

No word of fear or hope he said; 

Till he had reached the Father’s chair. 

And bent him low in reverence there. 

Then faint he spoke—" Dpke Richard sends 
He my Lord Abbot's will attends." 
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KYI. ’ 

Scarce haa tie stud, when martial atride^ 
Quicks firm, and trae> was heard witbcnt 
A page the folded door threw wide. 

An(f then oipise a distanf shout 
Of men exulting in their choice I 
From court beyond; and nearer voice 
Affecting to restrain the cheer. 

As ill-timed and unseemly here; 

Then steps again, and ring of steel 
From chainlet and from armed heel. 

Tlmt voiCe burst on Fitzharding near. 

Like trumpet on the choii^r’s ear. 

And even the Abbot’# warning glance 
Might scarce restrain the Knight’s advance; 
Till the pale Father waved his hand 
With look of absoluti? command. 

And pointed whither he should go; 

So panted he to meet the foe. 

Who held his royal master, low. 

No time f^ speech, or woyd, of grace ; 

So near and rapid was the pace. 
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He scarce might cl(»e the dhspel 
EJre thii *Diike trod the Abbot’s floor. 
Such present,baste became him well, 
Whose lengthened councils and debate 
So long had made'the Father wait^ 
And kept him front his nightly ceil 
Beyond the hour himself had named. 

For urging rights himself hud claimed. 

Avn. 

Now, where small Gothic window drew 
It's open tracery in the wall; 
Fitzh,nrdiiig, all unseen, might view 
Dulce Richafd in t’le Alibot’s hall; 

And, with stern interest, survey 

■ 'SC; 

How he had borne thO battle-day :— 

He, %vhom, last seen in narrow space, 
Fitzharding Phallenged face to face; 

And surely had him prisoner made, ^ 

But for his henchmen’s sudden aid. 

Now bf the Abbot’s qui^ chgir 
He sat, with protid yet troubled lur ; 

His plume and casque wefc laid aside. 
For lighter cap^ of crimson pride. 
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Graced witfa'&e budding rose of snow: 

Dark was his eye, and flushed his brow: 

111 pleased he^seemed, though conquert>r, 

As if ibut loftier sufferer*; 

And weariness his face o’erspread- 
Rough was each word, and hoarse, he said ; 
For loud command, debate and fray 
Had worn his voice, through that long day. 

XVIIl. 

He came to claim the Abbot's word. 

That he would not in secrecy 
Shield a Lancastrian |||^emy ; 

And some were even there, he heard,— 

Some, he well knew, were in these;liralls, 
I^ady anew to stir up brawls : 

Each such he claimed fur prisoner; 

They had provoked the cruel war. 

The Abbot, mOd, yet firm, replied,— 

The Churcli must shelter those, wCo soueht 

. P 

For sanctuary at her side ; 

Not mock the laws she always taught. 

He would, not, dared not brea|( her laws. 
However high ■the temporal cause. 
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If such men were tbese walls within,'* 

• /*• 

Here must th^ i^t, unsought, unseen. 

He craved th^ Duke* would not 
The rights his duty must ftiaintain. 

Tit. 

Richard gave pompt and brief reply, 

That lightly he would ne’er defy 
The Church’s right of sanctuary; 

But these were times when such Church law 
Would loose the chain, that held in awe 
The guilty and the dangerous man. 

He would not answer the end, 

How strict soe'er his orders ran. 

If his men found an enemy 

Were screened in aisle or monastery ; 

Then must the Church heredf defend ! 
'Twere better silently to yield, 

For once, the sanctuary's shield. 

And point where foes might^ie concealed; 
Lest blood the Abbey-pavenient stain. 

And all the Church’s guard were vain. 
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XX. 

He paused—the Father ^nt sate,* 
Reluctant to provcdce debate. 

Though scornful of Duk% Richard’s threat; 
And, when his look the threate^er’s met. 

His trembling limbs confessed his ire. 

And, his eyes flashed with transient fire. 

That glowed an instant on his cheek. 

And thus his thronging thoughts might speak 
“ If blood on sacred ground be shed. 

The pitnishment is sure and dread." 

XXI. 

The prudent Abbot ceased awhile. 

And calmed his eye and smoothed his brow 
JS'or he had ’seen Duke Ridiard’s smile— 
Dark smile of sewn! portending woe. 

“ I will not vouch my soldierf grace. 

No, not in Alban’s cliariest place ! 

His very shrine may tw profaned; 

His very shroud with gora be stained: 

Yield then my enemies in peace. 

And thej!:> all fear, and care njpy cease." 
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XXII. 

Tlie Father, risinjf’iTom his chair, 

t 

In horror of Duke iFticliard's speech. 
And heedless of such feas sr care. 

Disdained all words, that would beseech 
And thus he said, “ An instant doom 
Falls on’the wr^fcch, if such there be. 
Who violates St. Albonhi tomb. 

Or trespasses on sanctuary ! 

Of all St. Alban’s sons, not one 
' Dut would avenge his Saint, or die. 

And trrum]>h in such glory won. 

And yield his life without a sigh ! 

And, for the rest, if soldier dare 
Rive private door or private stair. 

Or climb, in sordid search of prey,— 
For the last Ban lof^iini prepare, ' 

The ^an I shudder biit to say ! 

Tliink you, my lord, I udll l>etray 
My church, or break her sniaire.st law ? 
Her thunders still her foes shall awe- 
Tq her hi^ power th^n, yield the sway. 
The power, that feven kings obey ! 
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With reverend step tfead honoured ground, 
With proud submission guard hv bound.’^ 

XXIIT. 

Faintness came o’er the Father’s face; 

He paused; then said with milder grace, 

“ My lord, you granted Abbejs-guard; 

Give us not mockery for ward.-^j 

'• 

Now, spare my age and wearied state ; 

4 , 

Spare me yet longer-drawn debate.” 

XXIV. 

“ Lord Abbot! if, within your walls. 

By monkish hand one soldier falls. 

Blood will o’crflow your aisles, your halls: 
Revenge will then be soldiers’ food !" 

Here Richard curbed his angry mc^ ; 

4’hen coldly said “ he would not keep 

• 

The Father from his timely |^eep. 

Doubtless the guard wouli^ still prove good, 
While it was viewed with gratitude; 

But certain chie^* whom he would name. 

It was his tirm resolve to claim: 
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They were flow hid, as he had proof,” 

And sheltered 'neai^ his Abbey’s roof: 

Those daagerous men must be resigneid) 

As the good monks would favour find.” 

Fitzharding, in the chapel near. 

When he Duke Richard’s lofty word, 
Demanding certain c^eftains, heard. 

Pelt shuddering dread for kinsn^n dear. 
Breathless attention now he paid 
’To hear each claim, that Richard made. 
Affirstj^as every name went by. 

This was tlie Father’s prompt reply. 

He knew not that such Chief was here ; 
He might be—laid upon his bier." 

Duke Richard then Sari D’Arcy nmned. 
And the Knight’s sire fpr prisoner claimed. 
The Abbot paused; then faltering said, 

“ He lies within the Abbey—dead 1” 

XXVI. 

In sudden shock of grief, the son 

Clasped his strong gauntlet hands on high. 
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And moved with^as^ step of one. 

Who every fortune would de^ 

Duke Richand^ distant glance ; 

• ® 

His looks his true surmise reveal; 

" Methought I heard the clash of steel!" 

That voice recalled the Knighf to sense ; 

He checked the footstep in advance. 

Ill might his drea^ the Abbot hide. 

Or the Duke’s searching eye abide. 

As sternly from his chair he rose 

The lurking danger to expose:— 

“ I pray—Lord Abbot—pardon me. 

If I suspect an enemy.”— 

My Lord, no enemy is near, 

Wliom* you have any cause to fear. 

• •< 

Pass not into my private cell. 

Forbear, my Lord 1—it wer%not -well." 

The Abbot’s voice with terror shook. 

But prudently he ruled his look. 

XXVII. 

Duke Richard paused, and turned away. 
Awed partly by this just reproof; 

But he'had motives, %oo, aloof 
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From Buch as on the surface lay. 

For yielding to th^ Abbot’s sway. 

" This sudden crash of hidden arms,” 

He said,*" might justify alarms."— 

$ 

“ No hidden arms ai'e here, my lord; 

And trust, I pra)', my solemn word 
('The Abbot spoke to be o’erheard) 

“ Who first that sacred ground assails. 

Be he or enemy or friend. 

On him the Ban of Church prevails ; 

And he beneath that scourge shall bend. 

XXVIII. 

Slowly the Duke resumed his chair, 

“ 'Tis well!” he said; “ so let it fyre; 

For that same chief, whom lust I named. 
In this day’s fatal business famed— 

For him, he rests within your wall, 

But not beneath the funeral pall; 

He lives within your Abbey gate; 

In chamber near, [terchance, may ^it."— 
He viewed the chapel-door, and frowned. 
Where the son sheltered in it’s bound. 
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Thrilled by conflicting hopes and fears, 

Tliose words of unmeant comimt hears. 

XXIX. 

Vainly the Father might deny 
* * 

Such Chief >vere here in sanctuary; 

As vainly Richard spoke of p^oof,* 

That he now lived beneath this roof. 

The Abbot told of monks, who viewed 

The botly stretcjicd upon a bier. 

And Iwrne through aisle and chancel near ; 

Such solemn j)roof could not delude! 

The corpse passed Abbot Ifugo’-s tomb. 

At evening-bell, through twil|ght gloom. 

While chantry-liricsts bewailed his doom ! 

XXX. 

*These words o’erheard, swift to the heart 

* o 

Of the pale son their poison dart. 

But Richard’s accents, once again. 

Assuaged the keenness of his pain : 

He almost loved, hia direst foe. 

Who thus threw hope upon Lis woe; 

“ How might they view," Duke Richard said. 
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“ The visage of the warrior dSod, 

If o'er it e'Vemng-gioom were spread 
The Abbdt sadly smUed> and sighed, 

^nd falteringly, again replied: 

The tapers on that chantry-shrine. 

As solemn witnesses, Aid shine 
Full on the dead man’s brow; 

So those who chaunted requiem, know.” 

XXXI. 

Duke Richard said, " 'Fiiat might mot bb. 
He had himself strange certainty— 

Strange tale !—he would not farther speak 
Of that, which made the bravest weak. 

Of Superstition’s gloomy spell; 

But clear and simple fact would tell." 

And then he spoke of certain men, 
Pikemen, on guard w'tbin the porch, 

(The curfew-bell was sounc^i|g then) 

Who saw that Knight, in arms all plain, 
March by and pass bene^h the arch. 

Or saw him rather run than march,— 

i 

They saw him by their own watqh-'tOBeh ? 
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He went before a warridr dead. 

Yet; heard they' not'bis iron tread, 

Though cl^ in arms from heel to hqsd. 

It might be that he 8tep|)ed so light 
To 'scape unknown the pikemcn’s sight. 

They did not challenge him, 'twas true; 

But he passed clearly to their view. 

His vizor up, liis beaver doxvh. 

Disclosed the fixtness of his frown ; 

Yet could they not his face have seen, 

Like ghaiftly shade," they said, “ between, 
(Richard gave smile of satire keen) 

But that a warder dropped his pike, 

Wliich he might think just raised to,Strike, 

And, a*s he turned a sudden glance, 

• 

Seeming to couch l^is demi-lance, 

Thoir torch flashed full upoiwhis brow. 

And tdiowed the frowisl^eye below. 

Yet checked they not his path, through dread 
Of thwarting spirit of the dtotd .' 

But, fixed by terror of his eye,' 

Watched him in warlike ma^ pass by. 


m 
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Thus to their Knight they story told 
©f spectre’of a warrior cold. 

Such straligc and wayward humours swa^r 
Men, who dread nought, on battle day 
XX-viI. 

He ceased, while grate the Abbot sate, 

As pondering on some tale of fate ; 

And on his face an awful thrill 

Spoke, more tlian words, some dread of ill. 

Duke Richard felt that thrilling look ; 

His mind with wondering doubt was shook; 
And, tlipugh he scorned each monkish spell, 
A secret dread he might not quell 
Lay on his soul, like sullen gloom 
On hills, ere yet the storm is come. 

He spoke not; all was still around 
In the wide chamber’s dusky bound,— 

So still, you might have he«ld the sound. 
Far off and doubtful .to tiie ear,^ 

Of that low, sullen thonder growl. 

From clouds, that <m th' horizon scowl— 
The herald of the storm’s career!— 
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So still, you might have heard B cry 
Of faint lament from distant aisle; 

Or step, in secret gallery. 

Stenting upon some deed of guue; 

Or whisper in the Chapel nigl^ 

Of the lone Knight’s heavy sigh. 

XXXIil. 

Still mused the Sire in deepest thought. 

His look with fearful meaning fraught. 

“ 'Twas strange !” (at length he raided his face) 
Such warlike port and silent pace ! 

And strange that .soldiers at a glance 
Should stand appalled, nor step advance 
To thwart a living warrior, 
from whom in fight tlM'v would not stir." 

He mused again, with brow intent ; 

While Richard, silent, fijrward bent. 

The Father raised not*%p his-head. 

While, pausing oft, he slowly said, 

" If such an image they have^en, 

I guess it wore not earthly mien. 

It might he spirit lingering jjear 
It’s mortal corpse, borne on the bfer. 
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And that same hour of curfew, too. 

Tended to make the tale ^eem true. 

That the guard failt d to sumfaton, straight. 
Some reverend priest to tk’ Abbey gate 
I marvel much : for such good men 
Were gathered round the wounded then. 
Whose presence and whose single word 
Had stronger proved than pike or sword." 

XXXIV. 

Duke Richard checked a scornful smile. 

And said, with meaning fraught with guile, 

“ Earl D’Arcy lives; his son, perchance. 
May rest here in some mortal trance. 

And, by a ‘Strong similitude, 

Have caused his semblance to delude. 

But, if he live—that younger Kai^t, 

Who sought me in this m 4 »i|ling’s fight, 

\ 

Baron Fitaharding 1 would claim. 

Though fire and sword should thwart my aim. 
Nay, wife or kinsman I would take. 

Till he surrendered for their sake I" 
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XXXV. 

" It couid not be such knight, my Lord—" 
The Abbot checked his thought!ess*word. 
And paused confused; <l3ien tried to speak 
While sudden crimson ilushei} his cheek; 
And, when again he raised his brow. 

He met Duke Richard’s seaitshing glancB, 
Fixed, watchful, o’er his silent trance. 
And reading all liis fears might show* 

** That knight," said Richard, “ in the fray, 
I drove in headlong flight away—" 

Guileful he spoke—" He fled my blow. 

And fell by other hand, they my" • 
Agait^thc Duke his dark eye bent 
•Upon the Abbot’s face, intent. 

XXXVI. 

But, ere the Father might reply, 

The Baron's step in^jChapel nigh 
Confirmed his fearful agony. 

Not tamely could Fitzharding hear 
Richard’s fidse tales of flight and fear. 

His hjart and every^erva throbbed l)^h 
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With indig|nati6n and disdain 
Of jdelding to so foul a stain. 

He turned towatd tlfe chaniber.tdoor 
(So, for a moment, did he tfer) 

To dare his artful slanderer. 

And grasped his sword—but checked his rage 
For shall the Father’s chilling age 
Be shocked with view of human g«)re, 

Shed—even his feeble sight before ? 

And—for himself—was this a time 
Tb seek a contest, when no crime 
Could sdem so great as victorjs 
Or rouse such fell malignity. 

Or place him in such jeopardy ? 

XXXVII. 

But Richard had that Footstep lietird. 

And, while his eye with anger burned. 

He sternly to the AbVit turiaed. 

And claimed again his solenm word. 

Truly and promptly now to tell 
What footstep paced within his cell. 

He guessed that place did foe conceal, 

.. For surely it was foot ef steel. 
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He grasped his daggdi* while he spoke. 

So did the thought iiis rage provoke. 

The Father, that the Knight miglit hear, 

• • 

Spoke loud—“ My Lord, upon this ground 
T^ou have not enemy to fear ; 

No man so desperate may be found 
To threaten life, or draw blood here.” 
The Duke’s dark aspect proved too well 
He read the Al»bt(t’s warning speech. 
And that he judged within the cell 
An enemy lay in his reach. 

He answered, “ Ere from hence I go. 

You must yourself, Lord Abbot, show 
Who clad in arms, what warrior bold, 
Makett a monk's cell his secret hold. 

*He bears, perchance, smne noble name. 
And has achieved high dee<J{! of fame; 

Yet—him for prisoner I claim !” 

xxxvin. 

While to the.se worjls his taunting eye 
Gave double point and energy. 

He rose, and near the Chapel drew ; 

But with delibemte«6te)) lie went. 
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And gesture made, oa if to sui. 

- The Abbot for his full consent; 

And signed, that he should lead the way. 

'' o 

And from his cell dislodge the prey. 

The Father, seeing it were vain 
Longer the struggle tb maintain. 

Sought only to ward off the blow, 

a 

And Avam the sheltered Knight to go. 
Toward the diapel, lingering slow. 

He paced, and spoke in lofty tone 
Duke Richard's name, and would alone 
Have passed ; but this increased distrust. 
And Richard, straight, the portal burst! 

XXXIX. 

All sullenly he gazed around 

The pillared Chapel’s lighted bound ; 

A gloomy f re fiaslied in his eye. 

The lightning of a stormy sky j 

Knight, priest, nor warrior, thert! was found. 

But, when he saw St. Dunstan's door. 

He strode athwart the solid floor; 

And, with u firm, impatient grasp. 

Struggled to force the irun-cl-isp. 
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St. Dunstan seemed tbe pass to guard, 

The Saxon door held faithful ward. 

XE. 

The Abbot, now ne more subdued 
Bf terrors fur the Knight, 

Quickly regained his tranquil moodr 
And stood upon his right' 

Of undisturbed possession there, 

Wbetlier of chamber, cell, or stair. 

Ha grieved intrusive step to see, 

Profhne his private sanctuary. 

Duke Richard coldly said, “Twas plain 
His enemies had not I)een thouj^ht 
That sanctuary to profane. 

Or here they had not refuge sought.” 

XLI. 

He sjMjke; and pointed to the sword 
The Knight had laid, with jtious word. 

Upon the altar nigh. 

When he had there himself resigned, 

Where only he could comfort find. 

And balm fortnisery! 
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Duke Rickard held the fword aloof 
Bef(y[re the Abbot, in sure proof 
He there had screened some enemy ; 

That sXvord the Father might not see 
But with a mingled agony 
Of gratitude, nespect oinl fear. 

For him, who was', alas j too near. 

XI.II. 

With saintly smile the Abbot Viewed 
This offering of a mind subdued ; 

Duke Richard, in amazement, frowned. 

And every generous fliought disowned. 
Some way he hop^ t(» find, ere iuu^ 

bright reach those hid within these walls. 
Whose shelter he thought bitter wrtmg. 

“Lord Abbiit! whatsoe’er befalls. 

Blame not the deeds may hence ensue ; 
These deeds hav« been provoked by you f 

XLIII. 

With haughty eye and cheek, that burned, 
Straight to the Abbot's hall he turned, 
'Bearing the falchion of his foe. 

While ve.igcarrce dark, sat rin his brow. 
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A parting ge^^ure slight he |p|Ve; 

Stated the Abbot std^ and grave, 

Nor sought, by look, or argument^ 

To win his passions to rele]}t. 

And, as he drew near to the screen, 

* 

The Abbot's page, with humble mien. 

Brought message brief from Warwick’s lord,— 
Required Duke Richard’s present word 
On subject high, that might ^not wait;— 

The board were sitting in debate. 

xniv. ^ 

Straight, Richard to the council wmrt; 

And thus, in mutnal discontent. 

Parted the victor and the sire— 

The victor* i^h ^sdainful ire, > 

The Abbot, with a mepk desire 
To save Fitnharding’s threatened life. 

And keep from sacrilegious strife. 

From envious and irreverend search. 

His Abbey-predncts and his Church. 

He sought the Knight; but still hia guard. 
The Saxon door, h^d sturdy wai;^ 

VOL. m. r 
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No voice beyond in gallery 
Gave toTiis friendly call pply; 

And, vCith a weary sigh, he sought 

His cell, though peopled 'tw^ with thought. 

With spectre-cares of manya day. 

Still thronging wh^re he silent lay : 

There he resolved awhile to lie. 

Hoping Fitzharding might be nigh. 

. XLV. 

Wearied and worn vinth grief and fears, 
Vainly he mourned, that at his years 
He took the burthen up again 
Of Abbey-honours he thought vain, 

And had resigned, foreseeing crime 
And tumult in this fearful time ; 

But, weary of a long rejiose. 

He, whom, his grateful monks re-chosc. 
Resumed his honours at life's close, 

To be the lord and slave of men. 

And now was come tlmt evil day, 

When the land bore divided sway. 
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Behold him pow, in mitred chair 
Of mile, of honour and oCcare; 

Behold his trembling age reclined 
On thorny pillows, 'brojdered o’er 

With pageantries, that ceased to blind 

• 

The vanities of years before; 

And hear him mourn his comfort dost, 
Wisdom, o'ercome by love (rf jwwer. 

The peace of age by worldly passion tossed. 

XLVI. 

Yet kindly conscious was the thoughts 
That his last toil had not been vain. 

To save from rage, or thirst of gain,. 

His Abbey, nigh to ruin brought. 

His care tod rescued her from woe. 

And bade her form^jr grandeurghw ; 
Repaired her walls and cloisters grey. 

And o’er them throwi the tintbd ray 
(Through windows traced with legend story) 
Of tinted lights of Melancholy; 

Such as she loves to muse beneath. 

Whether with rose, or cypress wreath, 
if 2 
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(Rapture and sadness meek, in emblem thei^) 
When the last, western gleam 
Sh<H»ts^ a loii{j, trembling beam 
O'er the Imld Norman arcb and walks a&r ; 
And Evening's choral hymn, the while,. 

•Swells high, and falls along the aisle. 


END OK THE SEVENTH CANTU. 



CANTO VIII. 


.SOLEMN WAT( H M'lTHlN THE .ABBEY. 


I. 

Fitzharijing, ulien his stt*p.s withdrew 
(Hard Wiuuiph jiuined!) from Riclmrd's view. 
Resolved, while through the gallery's shade 
Indignantly and sad he strayed, 

T(» learn at once his father’s fate. 

Nor the securer Inmr await ; 

And o’er the aisle Iir bent to sd(* 

If there the Monk, his guide,*inight In*. 

II. 

Changed was the solemn scene below, 

Where monks with stfllneas, to and fro. 

Had Imrne the dead to place of re.st. 

Or shrived, the spirit, while ]H^est 
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< Though with so transient potency) 

Of frail home of mortality. 

Now from the aisles the crowd was gone; 

By the death-torch, the ,Watch-mw>k lone 
Stood dimly o’er the blood-stained bier, 
Seeming some* shadowy shape of Pear J 
While that torch, strange, a grisly hue 
O’er the dead warrior’s visage threw. 

If 

Now heavy-falling steps around 
)fo more di^urbed the distant ground ; 

The bearers from their toil reposed ; 

’The cloister’s distant door was closed ; 

Prom cliantry-tomb and chapel nigh 
Was sunk the^^ootbing minstrelsy: 

All in the aisle was hushed in death, 

When Clement ventured from beneath. 

III. 

He ventured on the secret stair 
To warn Fitzharding to beware ; 

For, ’mong the bands of Richard’s hdbt. 

Who round the Abbey-porches lay, 

Short words, o’erheard at whiles and lost, 
Proveh, that.they watched Lancastrian prey. 
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Their enemies, thef said, had found 
Refuge within the Abbey-bound. 

Church-law with taunt of scorn they named; 
Talked of “ good sword" and “ Churchman tamed.” 
Therf earnestly he urged the Knight 
To rest in gallery that night. 

IV. 

Fhzharding paused not, ere he said. 

Too long had he the torture proved 
Of hope and fear for those he loved. 

To suffer any weightier dread. 

Concealed he would no longer stay. 

But search where dead or wounded lay. 

Then asked he if the hlonk had s^en 
A lifeless warrior-chief borne by 
At. Hugo’s tomb at dusk of e’en. 

When priest sung in his chantry nigh. 
But'Cldment at such hour had slept. 

Worn out with vigils he had kept. 

The chantry-monk, who requiem sung. 

Dwelt in St. Julian’s subject-cell; 

And there had duly gone, when rung 
That Zell’s accustomed evening-bell. 
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V. 

A(^n the Monk Fitsharding warned. 
Dangers unseen might not be scorned ; 

L * 

And there were broihers in the aisle 
Would willingly his steps beguile. 

If a Lancastrian knight they knew ; 

But, if he still the worst mu^i^are, 

A monkish garment he would spare, 

IVIight shade him slightly from their view. 
The Baron liked not frock and hood. 

As covering for a spirit brave; 

Bat fully spoke his gratitude, 

And, farther, did the watchword crave. 

VI. 

In earnest speech then craved the Knight 
The, counter-signal for the night. 

“ ‘ Peace be on earth !' shall be yuur guide. 
And shield you through this Abbey wide ; 
But if, as knight, you rashly sliow 
Your rank,—though cased from top to toe. 
You cannot 'scape the secret hate. 

That dwells in our divided state. 
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Duke Richard’s soldiws are abroad ; 

Anil where. Sir &night|' is your good swqrd 
vit 

Fitaharding, as .£rom dream amazed* 

On Ahe disarmed scabba^ gazed ; 

And now, of weapon’s aid bcr^, 

(No other "means of ^jfdety left) 

He yielded to a proffered gnise; 

And o’er his stately harness threw 
The Benedictine draperies 

Of ample width and sable hue. 

He doffed the plumage from his brow. 

But kept the casque of steel' below ; 

O’er which a monkish cowl was thrown; 

That hid his visage in it’s frown. 

VIII. 

Clement, ere to the aisle he l?d, 

Thpse parting words of warning said : — 

“ Now mark the way 1 bid you go. 

And step with prudent care and slow. 

For warrior’s step may ill agree 

With doistered man’s %anquillity.. 

F 5 



sast 


ST. ALBAN'b ABSSr; 


Pass not athwart the nave, 1 ff«y. 

Though there may lie yonrl&ortest way; 

For in the cloister-pier, b^de. 

Darkling, a watsh-inonk doth abide ; 

Nor pass tlw^iBhoir b^re the shrine. 

For, there the wonted tapers shine. 

And watchers in the gallery ^•■it. 

And guard that place, with solemn state ; 

But bv the shrine of Humphrey march. 

Then onward, through the eastern arch 

That leads behind St. Alban’s bier ; 

Then through our Lady’s Porch, and here 

Step quietly, like sandalled man. 

Or chamel-monk thy gait will scan. 

Our Lady’s Shrine go thou not nigh ; 

The chantry of St. Blaise pass by. 

The Altar of foub-wax liohts shun, 

* 

And the East turret's lurking stair ; 

The Abbey’s northern porch beware. 
Without, Duke Richard’s soldiers wait— 
Our guard, or—as may be—our fate !” 
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IX. 

“ Then turn' thee on King OfFa’s aisle. 

Who, Trom the roof, shal^mi thee smile ; 
Pause ^hot, nor look, tiH thou h^‘gained 
The* Transi^t at the w^tem end. 

Where shrined Amphibalue isclaid ^— 

Then, spedd thou toghe deeper shade. 

But if thy steps are watchfed, then wend 
Where Michael andj^t. Patem bend. 

To guard the northern transept’s bound ; 
Within a turret-stair is found. 

That lhads to thin arched wall, on high, 
Wliere thou, as here, secure may'st lie. 

So fare thee well ! I bless thy way. 

And urill assist thee as I may.” 

Ere hasty thanks the Knight could pay, 
Clement upon tife aisle looked out ; 

No shape appeared of priest, or scout. 

He signed Fitzharding swift away. 

X. 

Long watched the Monk, where, on the aisle. 
The Warrior trod in his dark weed ; 
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Ill might such stalk his rank Iwguile, 

Or figurp be for monk's received. 

He watched hhn by Duke JIuMphrey's tomb. 
Where, from the roof’s Nght filagrTO, 
Blazed tapers throo^ the vaulted, gloom. 
While voices sung his obsequy. 

He watched him through the eastern arch, 
W^here once St. Catherine's story shone 
'ITie Knight has turned on Mary's Porch,— 
The monk is to his pallet gone. 

XI. 

St. Mary 's Porch the Knight has turned ; 
'Twas well the tumb>lights dimly burned ; 
They showed not even the windotvs tall. 

That graced, in fretted state, tlic wall; 
Nor-yet St. Alban's Chapel there, 

Hi.s arches pointing fine in air. 

Of loftiest grace and beauty rare. 

Eastward Fitzharding cast his eye. 

Beyond St. Marj ’s portal high. 

That showed lier in her distant shrine 
Of lil} and t»f eglantine; 



,WAlCH WITHIX THE ABBEY. 325 


Beneath* appeared a 4ismal sight— 

Her altar, hung with sable hue, 

'Where yellow tapers ranged to view. 

Shed forth a melanchWy light.' 

Fit^harding sighed, whb, all too well. 

The language of those lights poul^ spell ; 

And that •of the faint strain, that rose. 

With voice of soul, from chapel nigh— 

The Sequbkce for the IiAst repose, 

• • 

tV'hile yet the dead unburied lie ! 

In silent thought awhile he stood, 

Withvfolded arms and shading hood. 

And deep moon rent his breast; 

Then slowly o’er the gloomy ground 
He drew, to catch the nearer sound 
Of “ Rest—eternal Best!” 

XII. 

Sudden, from forth a darkened nook 
A dreary voice spoke near, “ Beware !" 

Then paused, and seemed to say, “ Prepare !” 
It might have come from grave forsook. 
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So strange;, so thrilling was the tone. 

, He looked the that waming came. 

Low lying waved a dark red flame; 

He saw that duslcy torch alone> 

Until it’s lengthening gleam lhade known, .■ 
How thick the ne^y^-made graves were strewn 
Beyond. He trembled at this sight, 
Musing for whom these graves might wait ; 
What gallant comrades, of the fight. 

What friend, what kinsman, here thit night 
Might come unto his last estate 1 
The grave all still and patient lay. 

As if it knew, though long their stay. 

They might not cheat it of it’s prey. 

Sudden, Fitzharding thought, that here 
Would rest, perchance, his father’s bier ! 

With horror struck and deep dismay. 

He turned him from this scene away. 

XJII. 

His step called forth that voice unknown ; 

It muttered in sepulchral tone, 

“ Beware ! the earth is heaped around ; 

The graves are opened on this ground!" 
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Sullen and dim a form appeared. 

And the low-lying torch it reared. 

Showing a face to him unknown-; 

It reared the torch, and showed it’s own. 

A ftirm so tall, so spare *and gaunt 
Might hare been drawn to image 'iVant; 

And well Ihe ghastly face supplied 

• 

The look of one for food had died : 

So livid, pale, so gri^, so shrunk. 

The visage of this charnel-monk ! 

Ardent and haggard were his eyes, 

And fhll of evil dark surmise; 

Yet gleamed, at whiles, all fiery red. 

Just where the cowl its darjcness shed. 

His figure, draped in weed of woe, 

•Did a bossed symbol grimly show. 

Bones and an eyeless head. 

This shape of terroif, with no name, 

(While on their wormy verge he stood) 

As home and empire seemed to claim 

The graves, o’er porch and chapel strewed. 
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XIV. 

lie held the torch before the <Knight; 

And, whether glance of helmet bright 
From forth hk veiling hood might stray. 

Or that the cowl so baffling lay. 

It seemed suspicion to'excite, 

He claimed the watchword of the night. 
And when Fitzharding said his say. 

And from the porch had passed, away. 

That Monk stood on King Oifa's aisle. 

With folded arms and steps astride. 

And watched him with a lowering smile. 

As though he muttered, “ Ill betide !'* 

The gilded spurs, too sune, I ween. 

Beneath the Knight’s dark skirt were seen. 

XV. 

Now when Fitzharding reached the end. 
Where Mercian Olfa from the vault 
Looked down, and seemed to bid him halt. 
He turned a backward glau<% to send. 

The Monk was gonebut, in his stead, 

Le^ ned forward from a pillar’s shade, 

A gauntlet hand and Celmet head ; 
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Another*yet behind siood-near. 

Who in the gloom mi^t scarce appear. 
And cautious gesture made. 

Far were they from the guard's last torch, 
Just where the Abbey's^northem. porch 
And Mary’s Ante-chapel met*; 

Beyond, J^uke Richard's guard was set. 

XVI. 

Abrupt, then in the shade they drew. 

As if to shun Fitzharding’s view. 

The Baron well bethought him then 
Of i^e Mdhk Clement’s charge 
“ Pause not, nor turn to lo«.»k again. 

Till you have gained the marge. 

Where the north aisle and transept join." 
Jle judged this charge important sign. 
And, instant, {tossed upon the wav. 
Where ihe dread nave and transept lay. 
As o'er that scene a glance he gave. 
Where every tomb and lowly grave 
And oltor-slab and dim shrine near,. 

Was now a warrior’s bleeding bier. 
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He checked his step, lest suddenly 
^ome face beloved he there nfight see. 

xvu. 

He had been in the front of war. 

Nor ever feared the deadly scar; 

Had seen his comrade^ fall beside, 

And shrunk not from the battle’s tide; 
Intent alone the foe to stem. 

He felt not for himself nor them ; 

But now, when zeal, nor passion, bore 
Their wonted sway his thronged mind o'er; 
When stilly he might see and know 
Each written character of woe ; 

And view, perchance, some well-known face. 
All changed and shrunk from living grace; 
Unconquerable dread arcwe. 

To meet what Death might thus disclose ! 
The animated look—the eye. 

That had so oft, all smilingly, 

Dwelt on his with a Jdndly joy,— 

How might he view, now stem and dim, 
Bvnd not one beam of soul on him; 
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Nor turn, at sound of step, or voice, 

$ > oft its signal, to r^oice ? 

XVIIl. 

.Scarce could Fitzfaardipg's limbs sustain 
TRe burden of his shuddering pain ; 

He stood, and on a pillar leahed. 

While some brief moments intervened. 
Brief must they be; for, even then. 

Behold ! fur off m Offa's aisle. 

With stealthy step, those armoured men. 
Whom he well knew for watchful gude. 
Mindful then of the turret near. 

Pointed by Clement’s prudent fear. 

He through the northern transept stept. 
Where St. Amphibalus long slept. 

In {wssing by that gorgeous shrine, 

• * 

He to the watch-monks ggve the sign— 

“ Peace be on earth !” He spake no more ; 
But sought that little turret’s doQr 
Deep in the angle, where it lay 
And shaded from the shrine's strong ray. 
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XIX. 

lift stood, aftd watched, some iittle space. 
On the sad’ threshold of the place;— 

That circling stair was still in shade. 

By thickness of the old wall made. 

But, could he gain' the gallery. 

The shrine>lights through the tracery, 
Darting so high a feeble ray. 

Would guide him on the narrow' way. 
Fitzharding sought that narrow stair. 

And trod it’s gloomy path with care. 

Yet, sometimes, ’gainst the narrow bound 
Struck his steeled foot, tvith startling sound 
His harnessed shoulders broad would graze 
The strait nulls of these secret ways. 

Twice round the newel had he pressed. 
When his foot found a levd rest. 

From high poured forth the midnight air, 
Through loop-hole, of the turret-stair. 

He traced not now the second flight. 

For, at short distance cn the right, 

Faiet ray amid the darkness streamed, 

And through an arch the gallery gleamed. 
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XX. 

Soon as Fitzharding pAsed the arch. 

He stepped with calm and firmer m^^. 
And backward .threw his^baffling cowl, 
AncMooked and breathed with Ireer soul. 
But now the narrow gallery 
Had nigh his venturous footstep ftayed; 
The pillars’ base so close did lie. 

Scarce might he paas behind their shade. 
That ^urse of pillars still is seen 

Along the massy wall, 

• * 

With rude, misshapen arch between 
Each pillar short and small. 

It fronted then the shrine and tomb 
Of bins, who shared St. Alban's doom. 

XXI. 

Here might awhile Fitzhardiaig wait 
Till Richard’s scouts their watch abate; 
And, from this transept’s southern end. 
Above the nave itself^might wend 
And pass above the western doosy 
Behind the parapet.’s highjoreast; 
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Thence glance the long, long nsta o'er. 

To ferthfist shrine of Mae"? blessed. 

Seen through the pointed arches near. 

That rose above St.,Alban’s,bier. 

Thus far the Knight may range, and view 
The death'Scene many a heart ^all rue. 

The battle's prey—the mighty slain 
Stretched out, and watched on marble plain. 
Whence then that gallery might go 
Around on high, or deep below; 

O'- leading o’er the cloister walk. 

Where the unconscious monk may stalk; 

Or to the Abbot’s secret room. 

Where Richard late decreed his doom ; 

Or to the inmost cell, wrought there ; 

Or to deep \vindiug fatal stair— 

Few living in the Abbey knew. 

For, hidden far from searcher’s view. 

Was many a Sight and passage dim 
To vaulted hall and chamber grim ; 

To crrpt.and sepulchre and shrine ; 

<lnd prison cells, that undermine 
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The cloister-walk, and seem to spread 
Almost to lowly Ver’s'old bed. 

XXII. 

Just where nave, choft^and transept met. 

And Death with splendour was beset, 

Pitzharding stood and looked’beloW 
O’er all the scene of varied woe. > 

And thus it lay beneath his sight— 

The westeri^aisles Were stretched in night, 

Save the shrined transept’s rays 
Threw the full splendour of its blaze 
'Thwart the choir-steps and ’slant the nava. 

There, every altar-tomb and grave, 

As that long line of glory fell, 

Sho\eed its dead warrior, all too well. 

Before those steps three olti^ stood 
Arranged in row—Os^vyn‘• the good, 

St. Thomas, and the sad Marie, 

Now 'reft of pomp and imt^ry. 

There priests kept, solemn watch around 
Three knights, in bleeding arihour bound. 
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xxn^ 

Tlte silver ranser, burning near. 

Sent incen&e b'er %ach marblb bier; 

And poursuivants, in tabard',pride. 

Stood mute those ivarriors beside. 

No ’scutcheon blaSttoned high was there ; 

But tattered banners on the air. 

Sad witness of their master’s fate. 

Now, as mute mourners, seemeff to wai^ 

Rose not the stately canopy, 

With crowded lights, o'er hearse on high ; 
While troops of mourners, watching round. 
Might creep to hear the Requiem sound. 

Not such the solemn watch held now. 

No lofty hearse—no mourners bow; 

Nor blaxe of tapers high in air ; 

Nor likeness of the dead vvas there. 

The dead, each in his arms arrayed, 

'Exposed to many an eye was laid. 

Forsaken save by heralds vain. 

Nor monznsd, bat in deatb>prietts‘ strain. 
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sxiv. 

By j>resence of the statC'WBtch dae^ 
The Knight his dead commander knew; 
But, who are those on either hand, 
CdUsed and laid out on altars’high ? 
Nobles they seem of Henry's hand/ 
Whose poursuivants are watching by. 
Vainly Fitzharding might assay 
To read each visage vhere it lay. 

Or spell the armour, crest, or shield; 

Their glimmer only was revealed 

• • 

By the long slanting ray. 


xxv. 

The farthest aisles and westward nave. 

Where only gleamed upon a grave 
A watch-torch dim and lone. 

Gave solemn contrast to th%choir. 

Which 'beamed as with celestial fire. 

Like to h^Lf-clouded sun. 

From Alban’s glorious shrine that Ught 
Streamed ^ough the chancel'a gloomy night; 
For, though the Al^t's prndent care 
Had moved each jewekrich and rare, 
v^.’«l. 
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Brought far, as pilgriin-o%riug, 

^By noble knight, Or prilfib^ or king. 

Yet, trussing to the love and dread, 

r ’ 

That blessed Alban’s shrine'o'erspread. 

It’s pillars, laid with golden plate. 

Fixed in the paveuent, that sustained 
The crj-stal canopy of state 
And golden bier, firm-set remained ; 

And specious show, with trut,]; that vied, 
And blazed amid the taper’s beams,. 

'The pendent lamps and torch-light gleams, 
Was left to soothe the Victor’s pride. 

XXVI. 

That rich and lofty canopy. 

With ever-burning lights cro^vued high. 
Supported by four golden towers. 

Seemed all within as (gystal Itowers ■ 
Branched o’er his coffin laid beneath ; 

So richly spread ea<ffi dazzling uTeath ! 

Below the centre al’ch of three. 

That opened to the«chopelry. 

Were scrolled, in silent eloquence, 

Lines from the dread hvmi: of eEqUKMCE, 
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Where late his golderf crown had been; 

I^is priests and monks^ St band aroundt 
Watched, patient, o’er the hono^Iid' scents 
And Abbey-knights armour frowned. 

XXVII. 

St. Cuthbert’s Chapel had not^nt 

Its wide screen then to veil the dtoir, 

• * 

Where now it bounds the nave’s ascent 
With the carved^niphe and Gothic spire 
Nor rose before St. Alban’s shrine. 

In lofty state, as now is seen. 

The altar’s more elaborate screen ; 

Of. fairy-filagree each line, 

Web-work each canopy and cell, 

Whero many an imaged saint might dwell 
Light are the flowery Knots, yiat twine 
Round slender columns, clustered fine. 
That to’ the fretwork comice go,- 
Where flowers amid the foliage blow. 

And wheaten sheafs, and roses spread. 
Spell of the Abbot and the King 
Who raised—to guajrd St. Alban’s bed—■ 
This rich and glorioiAt oflering. 

Q 2* 
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xxvin. 

I Not then this beauteous Serpen appeared 
To hide tie tier the pilgrim sought, 
And cause the object of his tlought 

SI • 

To be more tremblingly revered; 

But veil of 8ilk,"or cloth of gold. 

Hung high and broad in sweeping fold. 
On days of chief solemnity. 

There only this night might y:>u see 
A mourning drapery, like a pall,- 
With ample grace sweep from the wall. 
In solemn memory of the dead, 

And half conceal the Hlartyr’s bed ; 

And seem, like evening>cloud, to throw 
Its darkness o’er day’s gorgeous brow. 

xxit 

Westward, the nave, iw deeper, night, 

Brought little certain to the sight. 

Yet, where upon its lengthen'd gloom 

Was seen to glare a fixed torck>llght. 

There lay a corpse upon a tomb. 

Or on some altar’s matblo pride; 

• . 

And there a mopk sat, clos^i beside. 
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From one the glittering cf^iue was gone, 
Wl^ose wounds made known his fate. 
And stopd, high-plqmed, on alter-stone. 
Beside the warrior overtJirown,_ 

As though it mocked his state. 

And manji a dead form, from this height, 
Seemed semblance but of marble laiight 
Extended in his sculptured weed, 

With ensigns high o? cbring deed. 

Nsf, sometinjes, side by side were laid 
Tlic substance and the mimic shade. 

The marble knight and warrior dead : 

Now each alike unconscious lay. 

And which was corpse 'twere hard to say i 
XXX. 

There might be seen, too, si4e by side. 
The slayer and the shun.' 

Those hostile hands, that ^ed life’s tide, 
Still crimsijjpdd with the stain 
Of either combatant's lost blood. 

Now powerless lay, as SvOne, or wood. 
Mute %ow the roic*, whos^ piercing sound 
Had sent dismay o’er ^ist^t gronnd. 
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Whose high coBamand yffs loved and feared; 
'Not even its murmur now was heard. 

XXXI. 

And there, oh, sight of pitf'ous woe ! 

Lay gallant sire and son below. 

Who, hand and heart, for Henry’s right 
Did, horse by horse, that mormng light. 

And there lay son (oh, thrilling view!) . 

And father, who each other slew. 

Forced by the fate of civil strife, 

T^iey struck, unknowi, each other’s life;— 

And, as they sunk, no more to rise. 

Each turned on each his dying eyes, 

Wailed the sad deed, and mixed their last dm 
sighs. 

kxxii. 

By the north pillars bf the nave. 

Four dedicated altars stood ; 

Each bore a victim for the grave. 

And now was stained tvith noble blood: 

€ 

They faced those arches, sharp and tall, 
^liere Offa and his bee'nteous (,aeen. 

And Edward of the saintly mien, 
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And mitred Lanfirano stillseeiir 
^Bending from carved capital, 

As watching o’er tjfis mortal seene* 
Now, listen; for ’tI%Ye»rful all-- 
All, that beneath Fitzharding’s eye 
Lay, as lie watched in gallery. 

He saw monks to tUs spot draw nigh. 
And o’er a {mllid figure bend. 

And search again* if living breath 
Might linger in such shape of death ; 
Theiv silently, the limbs extend ; 

And—by the glare the torches threw 
On the gashed face beneath his view. 
Upon St. Scytha’s altar laid— 

Saw them the countenance compose. 
O’er the glaz^ eye the #ye-lid close 
For gyer—ever ! in Death's ihade! 
And, while he marked that awful sight, 
It seemed, bj thrill of sympathy, 

A.S if cold fingers did alight 
Upon his lids, and on them lie. 

A hoHTor ran throigh all lik frame; 

But this more painftil pang o’erCame— 



344 «¥. AXBttK's ABBBir. 

It seemed to him, that his sight now. 

While resting on the form below. 

Might view bis father laid in death! 

With frenzied gaze he sought to know 
More certainly the face beneath— 

In vain! The torch’s wavering glare 
To gallery high, through depth of air. 
Showed but a wan, dead visage there. 

xxxin. 

In very ecstasy of dread 

He turned away his straining eyes ; 

When, nhar him, through the gallery's shade. 
Where faint the altar-beams arise, 

A face—the phantom of his fear— 

It seemed his father’s face were here. 

A something like a helmet gleamed. 

Figure or substance none there seemed 
Amid those shadows deep ; 

Sad was the look, and ashy pale. 

As it would speak some dreadful tale. 

Yet must dretui secret keep. 

Was this a face traced aa the eyo 
From the brmn’s fiery ecstasy ? 
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A vision sent to warn hinij now^ 

• •* 

'Riat his dead father lay below ? 

A trace of soul—a look alone-v 

« 

A likeness, but as wTO|^ht-in eUme—> 

So fixed, so absent, and so wan. 

Was all (hat met Fitzharding'g sight. 

In glimpse, through shadows of the night; 
When soft the requiem from afar. 

Breathed blessedness upon the air. 

And at the sound it seemed to fade. 

And ^anisltein the distant shade. 

XXXIV. 

Long gazed the Knight where it had been. 
Such look of woe he once had seen 
Dwelling upon his father’s mien. 

Long gazed he oji the dusky space; 

Then drew the cowl upou*hi8 face. 

And closer folded his dark weed. 

And strove that phontasie to read. 

Then, bending o’et that gallery. 

He sought, once more, the to see, 

35 jvan in dcatj}, beloi^j^ 

5 
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Features came faintly to his eyes ; 

' But memory, more than'sight, supplies 
His father’s rt'verAid brow. 

xxxr.' 

To end, at once, his torturing dread. 

He straight resolved to quit the shade ; 
When, lo ! from forth King Offa’s aisle. 
With look and step of cautious guile. 

He marked two armoured men draw near. 
And rest them by that warrior’s bitr. 

So frowned the helmets he had seen 
From shade of that aisle’s pillar lean ; 

So bloomed the white-thorn for their crest 
So gleamed the badge upon their breast. 
He Knew tliem for the enemy. 

And guessed they meant him treaehery ; 
But, wherefore by that bier stood they ? 
Was it a Yorkist there that lay ? 

XXXYl. 

They bent, and gazed some little space 
Upon the warrior’s deathy face. 
Fitzharding watched if \Iiey mig.it show 
Gesture of triumph, or of woe. 
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Steadfast thfey stood with bended head, 

SNor speech, nor gesture ventured. 

Then did the Bajon surely bnow* 

The warrior had not 5een their foe. 

• 

A Yorkist thus, it seemed, lay here; 

And, lasing his most pressing fear. 

He judged it prudent now to stay. 

Till })assed Duke Richard's scouts away. 

And oft lie marked them watch around^ 

And draw within the shaded ground. 

xxxvn. 

In solemn memory of the dead 

Now from the choir the low notes spread_ 

Of midnight dirge and requiem ; 

And to Fitzharding might they seem 
As hymn of some angelh^and, 

Whp on those honoured towers might stand 
To guide the .spirit from below. 

And soothe with hope the mourner’s woe. 

But, hark ! a full and deeper sound 
Nqw^ answers from the cloister's bound ! 

Soon as that mournful ebaunt was heard, 

A glooih o’er oU the choir appeared; 
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While slowly o’er the high shiiiu Hell 
The foldings’of the funeral veil. 

Placed for the wa,rriare' obtequy. 

And dropped, at midnight Di^iob f 
XXXVI tl. 

Murmuring far, where vaults undoae. 

The mdancholy struin arose. 

The gallery where Pitaharding stood 
Fronted that cloister’s northern door : 
Not one of heavy carved wood. 

With scroll ill-fancied covered o'er ; 

But that most richly carved and light. 
With slender stems and foliage dight. 

As 'broidered with true leaf and flower. 
And traced with Gothic pointings tall. 
And canopied with fretwc-’k small. 

Issuing beneath this mitred-arch, 

*^6 fathers held their solemn march ; 
Where the long vista-walk withdrew, 
Their taper lights gave them to view. 

And played upon the vaulted roof. 

And showed each fretted U^e aloof 
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There stoo^the teberoacled Saiat^ 

Blessing the porch. Each corbeil quaint 
With it’s carved visage, looking dywn 
On all, who passedjthe arch below. 

With smile fantastic, or with frown, 
Prom.under helmed, ot mitred brow,— 
Was graved in light and shade so strong. 
Where the gleam waving- passed along, 

That, as the fieetiffg shadows roved. 

You would have thought the features moved. 

XXXIX. 

The fathers came with solemn dirge 
And midnight chauntings fur the dead; 
And, as they on the aisle emerge. 

Sudden their lifted tapero shed 
Long gleams UQpn each altsur-bier. 

And showed the warrior resting near. 

Each monk, as to Uie choir he piissed, 

A glance on the dead soldier cast. 

How various was*the countenance. 

Thus lighted by the tajier’s glance! 

But,^h! that wo|d8 each^yne might trace 
Of that appealing look of .gracer 
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(But words may not that glimpse define,) 

o 

V/hich beamed Ihrom many a passing eyf 
Of the cowfed throng then crowding by— 
Tlie look, tha^ would to Peaven resign 
Each object of its sympathy ! 

xn. 

While the choir-sCeps the train ascend. 

The silver censers steain on high; 

On them ^%’ith frankincense attend 

The Prior and Sub-Prior nigh. 

CThe aged Abbot stood not by.) 

They paifeed upon the marble bound. 

Where now St. Cuthbert’s screen is found. 

And, ranging in half-circle round. 

O’er princely Somerset laid low. 

Their hundred lights, riRseil high, nppear 

A curve of flame, wide round the bier ; 

And they, to organ’s solemn flow. 

Sang Dmios and Placebo. 

WTiene'er their mourning voices fell, 

< 

Stem spoke above the sudden knell, 

An'd then the farthest ekeir’s reply 
Came murmuring, till, with finest swell. 
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The loud notes filled the vaulto on high, 

With gruid and monrnful harmoi^ ; 

And these the words that hyinned by. 

XLI.. 

THE CIJOIR. 

“ In regions of eternal light, 

Where Truth and Mercy dever cease, 

Oh ! may each summoned soul delight. 

And rest! for ever rest! in peace! 

I heard a seraph-voice speak nigh. 

And Ihus, in thrilling sound it said, 

' For ever blessed are the dead. 

Who faithful and repentant die !’ ” 

After high chorus through the vaulted sphere 
Had slowly sunk around the warrior’s bier. 
This strain from monks iif demi-chaunt arose. 
With many a solemn pause and touching close. 
SUNG BOUND THE BIER. 

To THEE I lifted up mine eyes. 

To TiiEB, upon the mountains throned! 

To TpEE, WHO spread the boundless skies, 
.^d hung thetai ^th <iHY worlds around." 



fSHt vr. ALBA :}'s«ABB ET. 

The fathers ceased, and, from the choir again 
S\V’elled o’er the T>rgan this resounding stj^n. 

CHOTR. 

" ’Twas mine to hear a sereph-voice. 

And thus in thrilling words it said, 

' Repentance hids the soul rejoice ; 
Repentance'sanctifies the dead.'” 

The choral sounds sunk tremulously fine. 

As closed those solemn words—in hushing sign 
Of tender awe—s<»rrow by faith subdued— 
Stillness of spirit—meekest gratitude. 

Then the full grandeur of the organs rolled. 
Then soft, as if by pious |)eace controlled. 

Low murmured, \«liile the mingled chorus passed 
From (ihoir and bier, and calmer sadness cast. 
xKit. 

While rose this chorus soft and slow, 

^he Knight, in trance of deepest tvoe. 

Listened till all was still below. 

And long, it seemed, that pious strain 
Lingered below each vaulted roof. 

And died, in murmurs T..r aloof, 

Lulling the first keen sense of pain. 
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Silent, the watching^Warrior grieved ; 

Te8r%4iinined his manlj eye,' 

While the close corslet frequdnt heaved 
With many a deep>drawn sigh. 
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AMOJiG THE DEAD. 

I 

Now whten the midnight chaunt was o’er. 
And through the cloii£i^’« nritred door 
The monks had passed and gone. 

Came a pale vision on that way, 

Ill suiting with the morn of May, 

Ere long about to dawn. 

It came not, like the lark’s gay voice. 

To waken Nature to rejoice ; 

It came to^ourn her perished bloom, 
.Untimely gathered for the tomb. 

In summer prime, in wintry age, 

The ruddy youth, the silvered sage ; 

It came the bitter tear to pour, 

The silent ranks of death-t’explo-e. 
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If- 

Long had that anxious train, apart. 
Watched for this hour udth f^rfu^ heart; 
The hour when plund^’s toil might end. 
And trembling relative and friend 
By feeble torch-light might dilcem 
The truth they sought, yet feared, to learn. 
The hour was come ;—and where so late 
The trumpet’s thrilling voice spoke fate; 

And charger's tramp o*«r liajjlpcr-stones, 

H'' 

And>rattlittg arrows and wild groans 
Fiercely in dreadful chorus rose :— 

These, that liad'Jroubled the long day. 
This tumult all had died away. 

And left the town in deep repose. 

For, nut the wi^ch-word heard afar. 

Nor measured step of guard of war, 
Humming the tune he might not sing. 
While pacing near his captive King, 

Nor feeble wail borne on the air. 

Through lattice-bar, from widowed fair,— 
N<ft #hcse disturl^d the ^Uness near; 
They gave it character mpre drear. 
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SM 

And sometiinea Horror^ self would fling 
I^r death-n6te from |he raven’s wing. 
When, from ^lis watcl^-tower, pero^d alone. 
With ravening eye and ardenc frown. 
Downward he flapped where none was by. 
To quaff the gory channel nigh. 

HI. 

’Twas at thk hour of dreary rest. 

Mourners around the Abbey preMed. 
Fitzharding viewed those forms of woe 
Among the slaughtered warriors go ; 

And, with^dread sympathy, beheld. 

Of every age from youth to eld, ^ ■ 

Those mourners throw the searching glance 
For friends fled from their mortal trance 
Of fleeting turmoil here halow ; 

Friends, who had felt what these feel now. 
Ere their stilled hearts W'ere cold, 

The pang, that friends alone can know. 

And never may be told! 

IV. 

He' narked some rush wi{h frenzied haste ; 
So swift from oier to bier they paced. 
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It seemed they had not time to know 

The wounded limn of fnend from foe< 

Yet, where the lewn lay o’er^ fmjp, 

Distorted sore by n^nda and death. 

There would they pause some little space, 

* * • 

And juddering view what slept beneath. 

Others passed on this solemn s uoe. 

With firmer step and calmer mien. 

With stern fixed iJrbw, where patience lay. 

As if themselves and Misery, 

After long strife for mastery. 

Were old companions on life's way. 

v. 

But, who is he in sable weeds, 

t • 

Whose heart in deepest sorrow bleeds ? 

Who o’er yon u^rrior bendfe the head, 

a 

Now. laid upon his marble bed. 

Near princely Somerset outspread ? 

The shading cow' has fallen aside. 

And show's the mourner's martial pride. 

He kneels beside a father’s bier; 

♦ • 

Whil^ the priest ^rings t\i« censer near. 
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Takes from his boy in snowy stole 
The golden-plated hscense bowl. 

And on the hura^g ^nbers throws 
'Myrrh and uard and eastern yose. 

The mourner rises from his knee, 

. Prepared what mwt he dreads to see ; 
He lifts the lami from ofiF the face; 

The cap of steel has left its place, 

And shows the honoured looks^ of age. 
Around a visage calm and sage. 
Profaned with many a gory trace. 

VI. 

As bends some sculptured form of woe 
Upon the twilight-tomb below, 

And may nor sigb nor tear liesUw, 

Nor any living symptom-sliow,— 

So viewed the son his father’s bier 
Mutely and fixed, without a tear, 

While his cheek took the pallid hue 
Of the lorn face beneath his view'. 

That look, reflected on his brain. 

Held and possessed bim,mth its pain. 
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HK sinking eyes grew pale and dim. 

Yet still they ,Beemed«to gaze on him ! 
Cold dews upon his "brow prevail, 
Trefnours his ever^ nem assail; 

TiU consciousness and sorrow fail 
And stupor dwells on all his «oul 
With heavy, terrible control. 

VII. 

Fitzharding watch^ one mourner long, 
From bier to bier among the throng, 

Till he paused o'er a warrior dead. 
Disguised by wounds, distorted, dread, 
And mangled so that none could know. 
The helmet was not on hi.s brow. 

Nor j}hield upon his breast was laid; 

It resttnl ‘neath the tomb’s low shade. 

But from that grtardian sbield^neath. 
From'forth those shadows drear of death. 
Mute and forlorn, a dog crept near. 

No antics spoke his grateful cheer ; 

No sltort quick bark, no stidcd cry 
Pealed, «s when step he loved was nigh , 
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9ut by the atiaiiger sad he stood| 

looked/Shi doubting IBOQ^ 
▼at 

A little sptaiel d<^ d'as be. 

All silvef-ttbite his hair. 

Save some few spets of red-tawney, 

With forehead high and fair- 
^His lively eyes were hazel brif^t. 

And mild and tender, too. 

And full of sympathy’s quick light. 
Artless and warm and true. 

A 

Full often gaily had be run 
In sport o’er field and wood. 

With his dear lord, round Alban's totvn. 
Now—crimsoned with his blood! 

f 

And, all for sport, had sought this day 
His master’s step afar. 

Till, coming where he bleeding lay 
Upon his bed of war. 

He knew him, through his dead disguise. 
And owned hiih promptly with loud cries 
T^en, silent, crouched him by his aide. 
Faithful the utmost to abide. 
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And when the monks came ‘mong the alaia, 

H%, with quick paws and angry |dain. 

Half bark, lialf howl, in effortdlvain 

Still tried to guard his Jbng-loyed friend 

From stranger's f(M>t, from stranger’s hand. 

• • 

He saw them bring tbe gory shroud, 

And bear that helpless friend away ; 

Tlien, fearless, 'mid tbe trampling crowd. 

He followed dost—lamenting loud; 

Nor threat, nor blow, his steps could stay, 

Nor fair wonls his forlwarnnce buy; 

And now*beneath his bleeding bier. 

Though be might shed no nuiurner's tear. 

He paid him sorrow’s obse<(uy. 

IX. 

fS'ow. as tbe strainer turneiWiis view. 

He hi.-j lost son’s companion knew, 

And then the shield, from which he crept. 
Where he for hours mute watch hud kept : 
Then was the mournful truth m.ade plain ; 
A’fatber could not doubt again : 

He siitj his dead soij resting4iere, 
n . 
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And cheeked no more the*hitter'tear. 

'The dog, who late had drooping stood 
With fiaied and earnest eye. 

Soon as the stranger chan^d his mood 

To sorrow’s ecstasy, 

« 

Owned his dear master’s sire in grief. 

And sprang, as If to give relief 
By sad responsive cry; 

And even strove those tears to drj'. 

That now came rolling by. 

Stronger no human tongue could speak. 
Soothing and comforting, 

Tlian his, who dri<»d the mourner’s cheek. 
With tender minist’ring. 

Tht eye, that never tear had shed. 

Knew well that sig.i «if woe ; 

The heart, that never his pang had. 

Could sympathy bestow! 

X. 

Deem it not trivial that so long 
Has paused the solemn funeral song 
For tale of poor and hjimble frien<^ 
Where truth and simple goodness blend; 
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Since gratitude, wherever found, 

•Fidelity, sagacious love. 

In whatsoever shape tliey iiA)ve, 

Claim praise where gri^s abound. - 

And 'mid this scene of mortal fate, 

• * » 

Of ragijig passions, pride and hate. 

Oh ! soothing,—soothing was the sound 

Of artless love and gratitude ! 

Sweet as, in pause of tempest rude. 

The warble of some lonely flute. 

That seems its empire to dispute 

Awhile—but swells, and dies away 

At last, beneath the tempest’s sway! 

Thus sweet and .sad the. memory, 

O ! jwwr and faithful friend, of thee ! 

XI. 

Still rpund the dead the mourners stray, 
Pause oft, and stooj) upon their way, 

Till some known erest, or vi.sage dear 
To changeless grief changed hope and fear. 

Shnk by degrees the moan of woe, 

'• • 

From tJiose, wio claimed dead below. 
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Stop aftor stop departing foil, 

IRiinsod at tlio porch, in last farewell. 

Till all is loi»o by toirfr> and bier, 

" t 

Save that a niunk sits shadowy hero. 

Or nian-at-arins, at interval, 

Havock’s and Death’s grim sentinel, 
IMutterod strange ^dirase ungenial. 

Now rolled the thunder, that had britke 
O'er distant hills, since curfew spoke ; 

Now the forked lightning. ])assing by, 
Aw.»ke the angel-form on high, 

Ileiieath the crystal tracery. 

And showed each secret galhay. 

Where, starting back into the night, 

Alany a visage shrunk from sight. 

Ml. 

Fitzharding, hy the thumier mused. 
Thought of the sutferers still unhoused, 
’’liased from their raiiks to heath and W(H)d, 
By civil treachery jiursued. 

Plundered of arms anu harness gear, 

Affd hiding from the murderers near,. 



^MONt; TiTk DI’.AI). 


;3G5 

Tlu'ii came the fear, that there might Ntray 

• ^ 

His father on the wild heath-way, 

01(1 and alone, rohbed of his a/ms,* 

Listening each step t(f new ahlnns ; 

Till, worn hy past and present 
lie sinks'iijxm the bare, damp soil, 

And, stretched low on earthy bed, 

This tempgst inock^ his hoary head. 

Then came the fear—ah no, tlu‘ hoiH- 
Himself might with such evils co|>e ; 

Then*filled ^lis mind this chiefest care— 

That he his father’s late might share ! 

xni. 

'fhose thoughts awoke impatience high : 
lie trtrned to leave the gallery, 

His father’s fatt^elseu hei* to learn, 

Thtaigh yet Ix-lovr Duke Richard’s train. 
Feigning to guard a warrior slain, 

(iuileful and still, wait his return. 

As his eyes o’er the gallery gjance, 

Seemecl a dim shadow to advance, 

Scarcf shapetf ujK>* tile ttfilight pale. 
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Twas Clement, who, with ready care, 
<3ame,to enjoin him yet beware 
Duke Richard’s 'jcou^s, on watch, below, 

r 

Where, he had secret cjiuse to know, 

They stood to giv,e a tjagger blow 
To one, who yet their search had fled— 
Lancastrian knig£t—.so was it said. 

And Clement pointed where, in guile. 
Those men in arms within the gloom. 
Who traced the Baron down the aish , 

Still lingered near St. Scytha's tomb’ 

XIV. 

Since, then, Fitzharding here must rest, 
He mournfully the .Monk addressed— 

“ Wilt thou, meanwhile, the aisles explore. 

V 

And make strict .search t'.ie corpses o'er ? 
These are the signs thy search shall lead; 
rMurk them, and then away, with sj)eed ! 
'Tall is niy father’s fonn, hut age 
Has bent it with iu gentle sway. 

Drawn on his visage wrinkle.s sage, 

And 8tre,wn his locks with'siL’cr-grev. 
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And tliis the fashion of the steel. 

That may, alas ! my sire reveal: 

f’lain, plaited steel; no inlaid gold 

Is frraven round each clisping fold ; 

His helmet, all of iron proof, 

• , 

Is golden-^amasked ; and aloof 

The leo])ard for his crest is knowiv 

His visor shows three bars alone ; 

His gilded spurs ha* e motto bussed— 

‘ Uopal, ;|ftrlb anh Aopt bt 

XV. 

While thus Fit/.luirding, with a sigh. 
Pictured the warrior’s pageantry, 

While each remembered sign he drew 
Bavejiis .sire's image to his view. 

He paused, o’ercjome with sudden dread. 
As if. he saw his father dead. 

The iMouk in listening silence stood. 
With hM)k that s]»oke his mournful mood. 
And bent his head in meek a.s.sent, 
fVnd on his solemn errand went. 
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^itzhardiii^- from his station viewed 
His friend .nass sloi^’lv on the aisle, 
Wliose steps liis anxious eye.j pursued. 
Watched every gesture, attitude. 

And ])ause, however slight, the while. 
The order(‘d hiers.he moved among, 

And t>’er each c(*rpse inquiring hung. 

As slowly on the forms lie dwelf, 

4 

Fitzharding dread impatience felt. 

Mingled with anger and surprise, 

As pause.- bade new fears arise. 

“ Oh ! need lie doubt ? a single glance 

Might prove my. father’s coi ntenance. 

Even-now ujion his face, perchance. 

He liKiks ! Ah ! now ht» seeks the crest, 

o 

And now the siiicld epoii his brea.st. 

And notv the golden spur he spells, 

r 

fstill on the motto there he dwells ! 

Would that my eyes their light could lend 
Oh ! wHl these inomeiits never end 
He passes to a farther tejpb ; 

Fitzharding Veh as saved from (Jimuii. 
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That farther bier too distant lay 

* 

To f'ive Ills doubts and terrors sway ; 

II«' sought to caliii his troubled mint!? 

*. f . . 

/^lul wait tlie tnrtli,m'ith will resigned. 

\vi> 

Though*now were gone the mourner-train, 
One weeping form ajipeared agifin. 

A figure, wrajit in pilgrim fold, 

Passed as with desjieration bold ; 

(^n as she stVjit, went close beside, 

$ 

A IMonk, Rs guardian and as guide. 

She glanced on every warrior’s face; 

And, tliough she jiassed with frantic pace. 
Yet was there in her gesture grace, 

Tha* gave to sorrow dignitv. 

And drew aiuUfixed Fitjffarding’s eye. 

He sighed to think, that fraifie so slight 
Must meet affliction’s rudest blight : 

That sensibility so keen 

Had dared to rush upon this scene, 

M'herf nerves, that had .sustained the fight, 
s Shuddered and sl*ru*k, i*fd shunned the siglit 
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“ She seeks, perchance, n husband alfUn ; 

t 

If 'lOund—how may her heart sustain 
The dreadful 'Twas thus he said, 

“ How may she view her huslx.nd-dead?” 

xvm. 

Struck with a solemn Sympathy, 

He groaned, and watchc-d what she might see 
A softer pity toticlied his breast 

From contrast, as this stranger’s woes. 

And Florence in her home of rest. 

U^n his f;;ncv ro.se. 

He thought what /icr state might have been, 
Had -she been d(Mm)ed to this dread scene, 
And blessed her in rejutse. 

Her fears must all aside he ca.st. 

If safe his mi'ssenger liatTpu-ssed. 

XIX. 

^ome likeness in their grace ami air. 

On Florence .still (let;.ined his thought, 
And, as he marked the stranger’s care, 

A deeper pity for her wrought. 

She'bent upon St. ScrthlAi tor b, 

That lay beneath Pitzharding’s eye, 
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Viewed the dead warrior througi(i the gloom, 
.‘ind, reading respite of her doom, 

She looked, in thankfuliiesy, on hig^;—: 
And, Us the light hea jfed o' cf her face. 

The Baron could her feaHires trace. 

Upon his.mind, like sudden spelf, 

Terror and consternation dwell! • 

'Tis Florence ! 'tis herself! liis own 
Venturing among Sie dead alone. 

XX. 

Short»was tiie spell, tffat fixed him here: 
Forgotten every tlanger near, 

Save those, that might her steps await: 
Forgotten even his thn/teited fate, 

Ijle rgshes on the aisle lielow. 

And clasps that jiilgriin toitn of woe. 

His Voice recalls her fieetiug sense ; 

She lifts her eyes, hut siglit is gone ! 

Her tremhliug Ii(>s, tln^ would dispoiLse 
Affection, c<mifort, joy alone, 

Sliirmur hut with a feeble moan. 

• • 

Fitzl^rding called^ahjpd fg» aid. 
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Through ever)- danger of the way. 

Koeii where the w-atcliful foenmii may 
.Seize on hini'^ his instant prey.^ 

\M. 

I i.e monk attendant, late her guide, 

» > 

Warned him of ill, that must betide 

« 

From Richard’s hixids, these walls hetwee: 
If there Lancastrian were seen. 

Then to the cloister straight he filed. 

And siHin his ready zeal supjilied 
Such aid as twice recalled hei‘ life. 

From joy'and sorrow's various strife. 

’Twas he, who found lier sen.seless laid. 
Long since, when she a form surveyed. 
And, having rai.sed the veil of death, 

Had caught the ghastly »clinijise lieneath, 
Wliich hroughl to he" half-wildered mind 
The very form she f-ared to find. 

Grief may he painted ; 'tis of <“arth; 

But joy, which h, of heavenly birth. 
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Of spirit all—celos^tial fire— 

Way iwt !)•.' kno*ni, 

Way imt shown, 

•Jave in tho sniilf irt beams'inspire. 

Such siiiilt^spoke thou;;hts dpnitsj to breath ; 
Such .stnilo on Florence’ lijis c\as seen ; 

It lightened o’er this world of death, 

• 

And wit-h its ol,ir\ veiled Uie .scene ! 

■ •• 

She saw alone her husband saved ! 

Horror ant^wief l;:i^ vanished now; 
I’resAit and future ill she tiraved, 

Wijfht but her steps with his step.s go. 

.She vieued lopt shape stand watching by, 
tVith curious and with^Tiiel eye. 

XXIII. 

Ilou, ditfcrenl u»is Fit/lum?!iig’s .state ! 

No i^\ beamed on his anxious mind ; 

Hut ter^yjjjfhr his father’s fate, 

With fears for FlorenctI now combined. 

t 

Even at that inouieiit. suddepiv, 

!^light he his father s image see 
St^’tched on soijieffnarlftJ' near! 



374 


ST. ALBifNS abbey. 


Ere Florence lie spared .such sight;, 

f 

Or shrouded from Duke 11.shard’s might. 
How niiglitTie'seek the bier 

XXIV.' 

To save her from fhis .•jceue of dread 

And chance of-various ill. 

The cloister gallery he had tied 

Seemed jilace of refuge still. 

But her sole fear on this sad gnitintl. 

Was lo.ss <if him so Icr-dv foetid. 

Prophetic seemed it to her heart —— 

If now they ]iart thet ever part ! 

All other danger, light as air. 

Claimed not with her a sing'.e care. 

€• 

.Sure of his life, her jieace was sure ; 

What nee<l of safe retreat for her 
'Twas not in shrouding solitude ; 

^ar distant \mh- might there intrude. 
'Twas even at her hushend'f side, 

4 

That .safety uas—whate’er betide ; 

Per, c<ime the v .^irst, they share it .dl. 
Tt^ethcr live—togethet*r.dl. 
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XXV. 


iTitiharding thought*r^^luis:—4le dared 
Meet woe alone- not woe thus shared. 

But, dreading now again to part, 

• • * 




HfSi judgment yielderl to his heart; 

He cauglif dll' courage of h?r lo^e; 
What .she feared not he thought^not of. 
Then, while he hade, with tender care, 
Florence for disni*l sights prepare, 

Her only answers weri'a^gh 
And^sniile of'sadnes.'^ion [)aK.se(l by. 
She drew the dark hood o’er her head. 
And followed closelv where he led. 
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